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EW accompliſhments are more pleaſing or 


deſirable than that of ſinging, particularly 
When ſongs are well choſen, and adapted to the 


voice and humour of the ſinger; and, indeed, 


ſo much depends on this precaution, that for want 
of a proper attention to it, perſons who really 


have it in their power to entertain, and give life 
to company, often become tireſome and diſguſt- 
ing. If there is any excuſe for this apparent want 


of taſte, it is, that there are no collections of ſongs 


hitherto publiſhed; that are elaſſed or ſelected for 


particular voices. The object, therefore, of the 


preſent publieation, is to remove this defect, and 


to furniſh the public with a collection, divided 
into parts or claſſes, of the beſt ſongs in the En- 


gliſh Language, under the n. title of UNI- 
VERSAL HARMONY: 


Tat firſt part conſiſts of nearly all the ins 
mourous, ſatyrical, and jolly BAcchANALIAN 
SONGS, that have either merit, or ſprightly turns 
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"LEW accoinplifhments are more pleaſing or 
deſirable than that of ſinging, particularly 


when ſongs are well choſen, and adapted to the 
voice and humour of the ſinger; and, indeed, 
ſo much depends on this precaution, that for want 
of a proper attention to it, perſons who really 
have it in their power to entertain, and give life 
to company, often become tireſome and diſguſt- 
ing. If there is any excuſe for this apparent want 
of taſte, it is, that there are no collections of ſongs 


hitherto publiſhed; that are elaſſed or ſelected for 


particular voices. The object, therefore, of the 
preſent publieation, is to remove this defect, and 
to furniſh the public with a collection, divided 
into parts or claſſes, of the beſt ſongs in the En- 


. gliſh Language, under the us title of UNI- 


VERSAL HARMONY: 
Taz firſt part conſiſts of nearly all the in: 


mourous, ſatyrical, and jolly BAcchANxALIAN 


Soxos, that have either merit, or ſprightly turns 
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of wit in their compoſition. The ſecond part is 


a careful collection of Aozovs Soxos, in 


which none but what are expreſſed in the beft 
double entendres, and free from offenſive obſcenity, 


are admitted. The third part contains all the beſt 
HuxTixo Soros, together with all the moſt ap- 
proved SoLDIERS and SAILORS SoxGs. The 


fourth part conſiſts of a choice ſelection of all the 
favourite Ams, ; CanTaTas, and PASTORAL 
SONGS, that are ſung at Vauxhall, Ranelagh, and 


the Theatres ; or that have been publiſhed in any 


other collection before the preſent, which, it 1s 


preſumed, will be found the moſt uſeful a and miſ- 
cellaneous. Each of theſe parts or claſſes are ſold 


ſeparately, embelliſned with a beautiful, frontis- 


piece, for One Shilling each, or the whole, neat- 
1 bound together in red, for Four Shillings-. ; 
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| Come, 4 [ you jolly Bacchanals —— — 
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A dean and prebendary rn uu © 16 
A plague of theſe wenches ! they make ſuch a pother 19 
A certain preſbyterian pair Kt, 21 
{Il you that are wiſe, and think life worth enjoying 27 
At Wincheſler there was a wedding 20 
A maſter I have, and I am his ma —— 47: 
All you that have puzzled your braun — 49 
As you mean to ſet ſail for the land of delight 54 
Are you groan ſo melancholy PR Then 58 
mo mas . . 79 
Ariadne one morning to Theſeus was turning 82 
Altend all, I pray, to the Words ve to ſg 86 
As ſoon as the chaos was turn'd into form — 92 
As J. ſat joyous in a pleaſant rom :? 96 
yon Wa fon >andt BY 
Bid me when forty winters more 2 
By the gaily circling glaſs qqq 718 
Hy dimpled brook and fountain brim t 
Blab not what you ought to ſmot her — 37 
Bacchus, afſift us to ſing thy great glory © 174 
Bacchus, one day gaily ſtridin g 78 
Baniſb ſorrow, lets drink, and be merry boys 92 
Brother bucks-all attend ta the theme Ih I ing 99 
Come beaux, virtuoſos, rich heirs, and muſicians n 9 
Come all you lovers, who wan with deſpatr 1 BY 
Come, neighbours,” now we've made our hay - 39 
Cold and peeviſh is the weather — . 
Come, let's mind our drin ting! 62 1 
Contented Jam, and. contented ll be — 79 
Come jolly Bacchus, Gad of bine — 4941 ö 
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55 Tom this brown j Jug, that now 7 55 with mild 

ale — 5 5 
Diogenes, fury and proud — 59 
Ev ry man take his lle in his band — , 44 
Forth 12 my dark and d ſnal cell _ 2 
Fair Roſalind in woefwl wiſe | — 69 | 
Fly fwifily, ye minutes till Comus receives > 


Frolic and free, for pleaſure born —— 
G 9 
Give us glaſſes my wench  _ r 


Here drawer, make haſte. with: a Bottle of part. \ v 5 n I 
How brim full of nothin 775 the life of. a beau... 19 


How pion regious Moore — 33 
Here's a 4 ta the laſs 5. a rolling e eve — 438 
He that will not merry [fins he... — 65 
Here's to the maiden of 42 7 fifteen K 
Here's to thee my boy, my Port gs my Wo. A Ai rn BG 
olly n our glaſſese — Ni 
fo have a Nee , be — p 
Jolly Roger Twangdillo, of: Plotuden- hillw!]1W!ê 5 
In ſpite -; love, at length I find Z r 
Jenny, and Molly, and Dolly Y 28 
if J true to grow old, as . 1 go down \ 34 
Jobn Anderſon, my jo, Fobn r 42 
I amn @ poor country clown r 
. 5 1 vid „ 15 KN 
Loft night a dreqm came in 15 Jead A "Oo 
Let us revel and roar 
Let us drink and be merry. © „ 
Let care be a flranger ta each * Fj — 
2 each man his ſeptre tasse r 
M | 
e ee with cluſters of grapes zl entwi be 188 
AM s wiſely learn to'meaſure © — cane e 
Kae, reſh as aroſe © me ee e 
nn _— man, Ts for the woman made ( 4 
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Now Phœbus ſinketh in the ub — 
Noto we're free from college rults, | 


? 2 Oh ! let no eyes be dry | '\'——— 
ons neighbour n# er bluſh for a trifle lite this 

3 Oh ! my feet pretty Mog — 
Once the gods of the Greeks at an ambroſial feaſt | 

Od poets have told us, when they were grown mellow 

5 O Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Atbilles 
O greedy Midas! I hive been k-! 
7 
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O fill with cooling juice the bœrobdd! l:. 

& One evening goed humour met wit as a gueſt ; 
A . 

1 3 Puſh about the nt bowl, twill enliuen the heart 

Pub around the briſk glaſs, I proclaim him an aſs 

ine a politic ao — 

Rail no more ye learned aſſes | ——— 

5 F 

Sence artiſis toho fire for the trophies of fame 

Stearns I. ſcorn who-mee and fair — 

Says Plato, why ſboul mam be vain © 

Some write of the beauties ef nature and art 

Since there's no ſmall difference 'twixt drowning and 

drinling — | | 

3 The devil he pull*d off his jacket of flame 

De women all telbme: Pm falſe to my ot 2 

Dere was a jolly miller once lid on the river Dee 
Thrice happy the nation that $Shakeſpear has char mid 
To the wars I muſt, alas! — 
There was once, it 'was. ſaid, when, is out of my head 

; Tobacco's the weed —— 

5 The ſun had loos'd his weary team 

p De jolly bowl does glad my ſoul — 
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The ſiluer moon that ſhines ſo bright | 
There was a bonny blade, had married a country maid 
S There was an old man, and, thi "tis not common 
*Twas in the land of cyder 
he wanton god who pierces hearts 


The feſtive board tuas met, the ſocial band 
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While the prigs of St. Gules's do wantonly chaw |_ 


Te ſcamps, ye pads, ye di 


26k ; (vn. | 
De man that is drunk is void of all are 
LF V | * „ 
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What'er ſqueamiſh mortals may ſay © — 1 


When I wake with painful brow 


With a chearful old friend and merry old ſo 


% 


Ie ſoldiers drink, we ſoldiers ſing . 


When bickrings hat, to bigh words got 


When once the gods, like us below = ——— 


While Phyllis is drinking, love and wine in alliance . p 5 


What is'i to us who guides the fate 
When Orpheus went down to the regions Belatu 
What rout has there been, and & ſad confternation 
Hhen Orpheus went dotnnkaooq — 
bat Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is 
When Tove was refmv'd to create the round earth © 


What is there in en as 5 . 
Hoy art thou drejt, my lovely maid ſ 


Whence come's it, neighbour Dick == 
Fhen I drain the roſy bowl | 


ben Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat 


What need we care for platonical rules _ 
75 6 21 1 8 0 \ : 8 3-1 


Ye gods who gave to me a wife 


You may do as you will, but Til fling away care 05 

Ye lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom and clever nn 
0 vers, and all upon the lay 

Young Orpheus ticlled his harp ſo wel! 

Ye lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to laret bay 5 

Ye national ſchemers, a while give me lea 
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Ye good fellows all on pb vibe” 
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HUM OUROUS SONGSTER, 
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1 ſqueamiſh lovers may fay, - : 


3 A miſtreſs ve found to my mind; 
len en joy her by night and by day, 
4 et ſhe ſtill grows more lo ely and kind; 
Of her beauties I never am cloy'd, 
Though I conſtantly ſtick by her ſide 3 
Nor 215 her ay ſhe's enjoy'd_ | 
By a legion of lovers beſide. -} 
For though thouſands may broach her, | 
3 By Jove [I ſhall feel neither envy nor fp 
Nor jealous can prove of the miſtreſs I love, 
For a bottle's the miſtreſs I mean. 


Should I try to deſcribe all her merit, 
With her praiſes I ne*er ſhould. have dane; 
She's brimful of ſweetneſs and ſpirit, 
And ſparkles with freedom and fun ; 
Her ſtature's majeſtic and tall, 
And taper her boſom and waiſt ; 
Her neck long, her mouth round and fi 
And her lips, how deſicious to ET | 
For tho”, &. 


You Fw graſp her with eafs by F OY Ti 
open'd how'valt her deli 5 

And yet her whole ſex is a riddle 

You never can ſtop her = tight ;/ 1 
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A 0er 


1 CL MF 
When your finger you once introduce, 
To her circle and magical power, 
Pop away from within flies the juice, 


And your ſenſes are drown'd in the ſhower. 


For tho), &c. 


But the ſweeteſt of raptures that flow 
- From the bountiful charmer I prize, 
Is ſure when her head is laid low, 
And her bottom's turn'd up to the ſkies 
Stand to her and fear not to win her, 

- She'll never prove peeviſh or coy; 
And the farther and deeper you're in her, 
The fuller ſhe'll fill you with joy. 

For tho', &c. 


Thus naked and claſp'd in my arms, 
With her my ſweet moments [I'd ſpend ; 
And revel the more on her charms, | 
When I ſhare her delights with a friend ; 
To Divinity, Phyſic, or Law, 
er favours Lnever ſhall grudge, 
Tho' each night ſhe may make a faux pas 
With the Biſhop, the Doctor, or Judge. 
For tho, & c. π.Jmöu? 2! | wa 
ES 8 0 N G ; II, 
BY me, when forty winters more 
Have furrow'd deep my pallid brow ; 


When from my head, a ſcanty ſtore, 
Lankly the wither'd: treſſes flow; 


%S.. 


When the warm tide, that, bold and firong, 


Now rolls impetuous on and free, 
1 and ſlow, ſcarce ſteals along; 
- Then bid me court ſobtiety, 
Nature, who form'd the varied ſcene Be, 
Of rage and eau, of froſt and fire, 
4 or 


Unerring guide, only mean 


That age ſhould reafon, youth deſire. 


Shall then, that rebel man preſume; 1 


Inverting nature's law, to ſeize 


£ 


The dues of age in youth's hig 
And join impoſſibilities ? 


11 
. 2 Tug 
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bloom, 


cw 


Let 


1 1 
Edt me wafte the frolic M ay 
In wanton joy and wild exceſs ; 
In revel ſport and Jaughter gay, 
And mirth and roſy chearfulneſs. 
Woman, the ſoul of all delights, 
And wine, the aid of love, be near; 
All charms me that to joy incites, 
And ev'ry ſhe that's kind is fair. 


SONG II. 


As T night a dream came into my head, 
'Thou wert a fine white loaf of bread: 

Then, if May butter I could be, 

© How I would ſpread 

Oh ! how would I ſpread myſelf on thee ! 

This morning, too, my thoughts ran hard, 

That thou wert made a cool tankard: 

Then, could I but a lemon be, 

How I would ſqueeze, WW 


Oh! how I would. ſqueeze, my juice in thee} 


Lately, when fancy too did roam, 
Thou wert, my dear, a honey-comb : 
And, had been a retty bee, 
ä How I would ſuck, ; 
Oh! how would ! 22 creep into thee 
A viſion too 1 had of old, 
That thou a mortar wert of _ 3 
Then, could I but the peſtle be, 

H ow I would pound, 7 
Oh ! how would I pound my ſpice in thee } 


Once too my dream did humour take, 
Thou wert a bowl of Hefford's rack: 
Then, could I but the ladle be, 
' How wouldI pour, 
Oh ! how would I pour out joys from thee ! 
Another time, by charm divine 
I dreamt thou wert an orchard fine: 
Then, could I but thy farmer be, 
How I would plant, 


On! how would I plant my fruit in thee ! 
„„ et 


Soon 


„ ( — 4 ) 
Joon after whims came in my pate, 
Thou wert a pot. of chocolate: 
And, could I but the roller be, 
How I would rub, Fs 
Oh! how would I twirl and froth up thee! 
But, ſince all dreams are vain, my dear, 
Let now ſome ſolid joy appear. 
My ſoul ſtill thine is proved to be: 
Let body now, 5 e 
Let body now, with ſoul agree! 


AD SONG 1 
W HEN I wake with painful brow, 


Ere the cock begins to crow, 
Toſſing, tumbling in my bed, 
Aching heart, and aching head; 
Pond' ring over human ills, 

Cruel bailiffs, taylor's bills, 
Fluſh and pam thrown up at loo, 
When 1 * ſorrows ſtrike my view, 
crx 
And to ſtop the ouſhing tear, 
Wipe it with the pillowbeer, 
But when ſportive evening comes, 
Routs, ridottos, balls, and drums, 
Caſinos here, feſtinos there, ; 
Mirth and paſtime ev'ry where; 
Seated by a ſprightly laſs, 
Smiling to the ſmiling glaſs ;; 
When theſe pleaſures are my lot, 
Taylors, bailiffs all forgot, 


I laugh, * — e 
Careleſs what may then befall, 
Thus I ſhake my ſides at all. 


Then again, when J peruſe, 
O'er my tea the morning news, 
Diſmal tales of plunder'd houſes, 
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When I read of money lent, 
At ſixteen and half per cent. 
* A crys - * C 


4 


—_— 


me 
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Wanton wives and cuckold ſpouſes; 
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Zut if, e'er the muffin's gone, 
; on ag | enters honeſt John, 
„ Bir, 


iſs Lucy's at the door, 
©« Waiting in a Chaiſe and four,“ 


Inſtant vaniſh all my cares, 


Swift I ſcamiper down the ſtairs, 
And laugh, -_ © - — 
So may this indulgent throng, 
Who now ſmiling grace my ſong, 
Never more cry oh! oh! la! 
But join with me in ha! ha! ha! 


SONG. . 


Jour mortals, fill your glaſſes; 


Noble deeds are done by wine; 
Scorn the nymph and all her graces; 
- Who'd for love or beauty pine? 


Look within the bowl that's flowing, 
And a thouſand charms you'll find, 


More than Phillis has, tho going 


In the moment to be kind. 


Alexander hated thinking, 


Drank about at council- board; 


He ſubdu'd the world by drinking, 


More than by his conqu'ring ſword. 
SONG VI. 


W hatſo'er ſhe be; 
ſhe be but woman, 
That's enough for me. 


If ſhe ſhould be handſome, 
Oh! whata delight; 
If ſhe ſhould be ugly, 
— What matter in the night ? 
Should ſhe be good humour'd, 
Oh! what joys are there; 
Should ſhe be ill-natur d, 
Hang me if I care. 
If ſhe ſhould be barren, 
Then the leſs my care; 


B 3 


I's have a wife, 
3 


J 


5 2 
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„„ 
If ſhe ſhould be fruitful, 
Then I'll have an heir. 


Should ſhe be an angel, 
Then I ſhan't be curſt; 
Should ſhe be a devil, 
Fang her do her worſt. 


SUNG un. 


OW Pheœbus ſinketh in the weft 
Welcome ſong, and welcome jeſt 3 
Midnight ſhouts and revelry, Fe 
Tipſy dance and jollity : 
Braid your locks with roſy twine, + 
_ Dropping odours, dropping wine. 
Rigour now is gone to bed, 
And advice with ſcrup'lous head, 
Strict age, and ſour ſeverity, 
With their grave ſaws in ſlumber lig. 


SONG VIII. 
JOLLY Roger T wangdillo, of Plowden-hill, 
In his cheſt had two thouſand good pound; 
Fat oxen and ſheep, and a barn well fill'd, 
And an hundred good acres of ground: 
Which made ev'ry maiden, 
With maidenheads laden, 
And widows, though juſt ſet free, 
TLo wrangle and fret, 


And pump-up their wit, 


IJ train to the net T wangdillo, Twangdillo, Twang- 


dillo, Young luſty Twangdillo, Twangdee. 


The firſt that broke ice was a laſs who had been 
Born of a good houſe, but decay d: 

Her gown was new dy'd, and her night-rail clean, 
And to ſing and talk French ſhe'd been bred, 
She'd dance Northern Nancy, 

Aſk*d—parlez-vous Francois? 
That Hodge might her breeding ſee ; * 
| She'd roll her black eye, HP 
Breathe ſhort with a ſigh, oy 
\Whene'er ſhe came nigh Twangdillo, &c. 


The 
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A muſty old chambermaid, lean and tall, 


With a tongue loud aud ſhrill, but no teeth at all, 


But all would not nooſe. T Wangdillo, Kc. 


he bragg'd they ſhould ſoon have K. James again, 


5 „ 
The next was a ſempſtreſs of ſtature low, 
That fancy'd ſhe wanted a male: | 
Her hair was as black as an autumn floe, 
And hard as a coach horſe's tail. 
$he'd ogle and wheedle, 
And prick with her needle, 
What d'ye lack, what d'ye buy, cry'd ſhe : 
'But now the briſk tone 
| Is chang'd to a groan, 3 
Ahl! pity my moan, Twangdillo, &c. 


The next as a ſuitor appears, 


For time had drawn them many years. 
Caſt gowns and ſuch lumber, 
Old ſmocks without number, 
She bragg'd ſhould her dowry be; 
Forty pair of lac'd ſhoes, 
Ribbons green, red, and blues ; 


= 


The next was à laſs of a Popiſh train, '- 
That jeſuit whims had been taught: 


. Though her ſpouſe was late hang'd for the plot; 
Ihe French would come over | 
And land here at Dover, 
And all as they wiſh'd would be: 
_-  The;Jacobitejade.,, 
Talk'd as if ſhe were mad, 
In hopes to have had Twangdillo, &c. 


A vintner's fat widow then ftrait was view'd, 
. Whoſe cuckold had pick'd up ſome pelf : 


7 


He had kill'd half his neighbours withwine he had brew'd, 


And lately had poiſon'd himſelf. 
With bumpers of claret, 
No ſouſe paying for it, 
She'd Roger's companion be; 
Strike fiſt on the board, 
Huzza was the word! 
Come kiſs me, ador'd Twangdillo, &c, 
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„ 

Bat Roger reſolv'd not to be her man, 
And ſo gave a looſe to the next, | 
The niece of a canting hlear-ey'd non- don. 7 5 
That ſtiffly could canvaſs a te ekt. g 
A dame in Cheapſide too.. 


Would fain be his bride too, | b 
And make him of London een 9 
But no laſs would down 3 


In country or town OT. a 

So purſe · proud was grown Twangdillo, Ke. 1 
Till at laſt pretty Nancy, a farmer's joy, 23 
That newly a W been, L 


Round-fac'd, cherry-cheek'd, with a ſmirking ee, 

Came tripping Cover the green 

x1 She mov'd like a goddeſs, = 9 
1 And in her lac'd boddice, 


A ſpan ſhe could hardly be; 

Her hips were plump grown, 

And her hair a dark brown; 9 

”I was ſhe that Nr T 
Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdillo, Twangdillo, 
Young luſty TWangdillo, TwWwangdet.. 


5 ET .'SONG 1 3 175 
M* temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
And barter all joys for a goblet of wine 


In ſearch of a Venus no longer [1] run, 
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Vi But ftop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 
Wd Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair? 
0 ; Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair ; 
3134 For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 


If not fill'd to the health of ſome favourite laſs ? 


*Tis woman whoſe charms every rapture impart, 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the heart; 
he miſer himſelf, ſo ſupreme is her ſway, © 
* Grows a convert to love, and reſigns her his key. 
At the ſound of her voice ſorrow lifts up her head, 
And poverty liſtens well pleas'd from her ſhed; 
While age, in an exſtacy, hobb'ling along, 
Beats time, with her erutch, to the tune of her ſong. | 
Then 
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Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on his board; 
I'll fill up a brimmer, and drink to the fair; 

2 ®Tis the thirſt of a lover—and pledge me who dare | 


EE SONG X. 
1 YE gods, who gave to me a wife, 
3A Out of your grace and fayour, 
Jo be the comfort of my life, 
$3 And 1 was glad to have her, 
24 > But if your providence divine 
Poor greater bliſs deſign her; 
| $ To obey your will at any time, 
VS. I'm ready to reſign her, 
= pg - ee 
3 12 beaux, virtuoſos, rich heirs, and muſicians, 

2 Away, away and in troops to the jubilee jog; 

3 Leavediſcord and death to the college-phyſicians, 
= Let the vig'rous whore on, and the impotent flog, 
„ Already Rome opens her arms to receive you. | 
And ev'ry tranſgreſſion her lord will forgive you, . 
Indulgences, pardons, and ſuch holy lumber, - | 

As cheap there are now as our cabbages grown; | 
While muſty old relics of ſaints without number, 

For barely the Tooking ypon ſhall be ſhewn. 

7 


Theſe, were you an atheiſt, muſt needs overcome ye, 
That firſt were made martyrs, and afterwards mummy; 


They'll ſhew you the river ſo ſung by the poets, 
| With the rock from whence mortals were knock'd on 
the head; „ I; 
They'll ſhew you the place, too, as ſome will avow it, 
| Where once a ſhe-pope was brought fairly to bed; 
For which, ever ſince, to prevent interloping, | 
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In a chair her ſucceſſors {till ſuffer a groping. 
What a ſight tis to ſee the gay idol accoutred, 

5 With mitre and cap, and two keys by his ſide ! 
Be his inſide what *twill, yet the pomp of his outward 
q 1 ſervus ſervorum no hater of pride. 
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keys into heaven will ſurely admit ye, 
As clesks of a pariſh to a pew in the city, 
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( . 
What a ſight ' tis to ſee the old man in proceſſion 
Through Rome in ſuch pomp as there Cæſar did ride! 


Now ſcatt'ring of pardons, here croſſing, there bleſſing, 
With all his ſhav'd ſpiritual train'd bands by his fide 


As confeſſors, cardinals, monks fat as bacons, . i 
From rev'rend archbiſhops to roſy archdeacons. 7 


Then, for your diverſion, the more to regale ye, 
Fine muſic you'll hear and fine dancing you'll ſee; 3 
Men who much ſhall out-warble the famous Fideli, * 
And make you mere fools of Balloon and I Abbe ; 
And to ſhew you how fond they're to kiſs votre manoy, 22 
Each padre turns pimp, as the nuns courtizanas. 


And, when you've ſome months at old Babylon been-a, 
And on pardons and punks all our rhino is ſpent, 
And when you have ſeen all that there is to be ſeen-a, 
- 'Yow'l] return, not ſo rich, though as wiſe, as you went; 
And 'twill be but ſmall comfort, after ſomuchexpence-a, 
That your heirs will do juſt ſo a hundred years hence-3. 


SONG XII. 


H] let no eyes be dry, 3 
Y But let's lament and cry, a 'Y 
ere quite undone almoſt ; 38 
For Daphne on this coaſt, 

Has yielded up the ghoſt, 


O hone! O hone! 


Daphne, my deareſt bitch, 
Who did all dogs bewitch, 
Was by a careleſs Maid, | 
Pox take her for a jade, | | 3 
In the night over-laid, 2 1 
Oh ! may ſhe never more | 
Sleep quietly, but ſnore; 
May never Iriſh lad 
Sue for her maidenhead, 75 5 
Untill it ſtinks, egad. | | 2 
Oh! may ſhe never keep * -.--+ M0 
Her water in her fleep, 2 
May never pence nor pounds 
Come more within the bounds 


Gf her pockets, adzounds. 
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1 
a SONG XIII. b 
| MEAS wiſely learn to meaſure, 


Eife by the extent of joy ; 
Life's a ſhort and fleeting pleaſure, 


3 Then be gay 
Y | Whilſt you may, 
3 And your hours in mirth employ. - 
* Never let a miſtreſs pain you, 
1 Though ſhe meets you with a frown; 
F Fly to wine, *twill ſoon unchain you, 
3 Chear thy heart 
I And all ſmart, 
. In a ſweet oblivion drown. , 


If love's fiercer flames ſhould ſeize thee 
To ſome gentle maid repair; 


5 She'll with ſoft endearments eaſe thee, 
: On her breaſt N 
| __.-Lull'd to reſt, 
Eas'd of love and free from care. 
Friendſhip, wine, and love united 
From all ills defend the mind; 
By them 2 and united, 
Happy ſtate 
- Smile atfate, 
And give forrows to the wind. 
= „SON. 5 
1 ERE drawer make haſte with a bottle of port, 
* And quickly go fetch us a buxom laſs, 
4 or youth is the ſeaſon for drinking and ſport, 
4 And age when its paſt it looks much like an aſs; 
This maxim of old can't be too often told, 
That life is too ſhort to admit delay, 
We'll laugh and we'll ſhake till our tides they do ake, 
And we Il drive to the devil our cares away. 
But your wine and wench muſt be ſound as a roach, 
4 Or elſe they will fire and taint your blood, 
Tis foul women and liquor that make the debanch, 
9 Or each in their ſeaſon is excellent good; 12 
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If fortune has robb'd you of moſt of your gold, | _ 
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For a bottle and laſs, Aa friend and a glaſs, : ; 'F 


| WII a chearful old riend, anda merry old for, 4 


And laugh at the follies of thoſe that repine, 2 
Though, Lmuſt drink porter wile they can drink wine, 


Is meanneſs of ſpirit, not poorneſs in purſe. 


| x | T0 | Eh IJ | 
But if ſhe ſhould fail and a ſting in your tail, 1 

You diſcoyer, yet let not your mirth decay, YN 
But ſend: for a doctor inſtead of a proctor, 135 I 

To drive to the devil your cares away. 3 


And ſtuck in the mire of cares you feel, * 
Why Zſop long ſince by his carter has told, _ $ 
_ You muſt keep up your ſpirits and ſhoulder the wheel; 
For ſighing and moping won't help you like toping, þ 

Then ne'er let the bottle a moment ſtay, % 
But call when its out for another as ſtout, 9 
To drive to the devil your cares away. 


Time's wheel and dame fortune's are ne'er at a ſtand, 
Then let not pale ſorrow lay hold of your heart, | 
Things mend when at worſt, come give me your hand, 
We'll drink and be merry dear Jack e'er we part; 
Let us wiſh for ſome wealth, and a great deal of health, 
And while we live eaſy we're ſure to be gay, 2 


Will drive to the devil our cares away; 4 

mb 5 OC 

| B the gaily circling glass I 

D Wecan ſee how minutes paſs: 3 
By the hollow cafk we're told + , 

How the waining night grows old. 

Soon, too ſoon, the buſy day 

Drives us fromnt.oun ſpbrt and play; 


Sons of care,! twas made for you. 
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And a tankafd of porter | could ſit the night long, 


Lenyy no mortal, be he ever ſo great: _£ 
Nor ſcorn I the wretch for his lowly eſtate; 4 
But what JI abhor and deem as a curſe, 
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7 Then let us companions, be chearful and gay, 
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And cheerfully ſpend life's remainder away; 


2} Upheld by a friend, our foes we'll deſpiſe, 


For, the more we are envy'd, the higher we riſe; 


E ſoldiers drink, we ſoldiers ſing, 
| We fight our foes and love our king, 
While all our wealth two words impart, 
A knapſack and a cheerful heart. 
While the merry fife and drum, 
Bid intruding cares be dumb, 
 Sprightly {till we ſing and play, 
And make dull life a holiday. 


Though we march or though we halt, 
Or though the enemy we = | 
Though we're cold or though we're warm, 

Or though the ſleeping city ſtorm, _ 5 
Still the merry fife and drum, &c. 


Are laſſes kind, or are they ſhy, 

Or do they pout they know not why ?— 
While full the knapſack, light the heart, 

Content we meet, content we part; 
For the merry fife and drum, & c. 


We ſigh not for the toils of ſtate; | 
We aſk not of the rich and great: 
For, be we rich or be we poor. 
Are purſes full, or duns at door, 
Still the merry fife and drum, Re. 

Thus we drink and thus we ging; 

We beat our foes and love &: r. king; 
While all our wealth two words impart, 
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. A, knapſack and a chearful heart: 
For the merry fife and drum, &c. 


VHEN bick'rings hot, 
To high words got, 
Break out at gameorum ; 
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And 'tis better by half, &c. 


1 
The flame to cool, 
My golden rule 
7 5 puſh about the jorum. 


With fiſt on jug, 
Coifs who can lug? 8 
Or ſhew me that glib ſpeaker, 
Who her red rag 
In gibe can wag, 
With her mouth full of liquor, 


SONG XIX. 


F HE Devil he pull'd off his jacket of flame 
The Friar he pull'd off his cowl; 
The devil ſuppoſed him a dunce at the game, 
The Friar thought Satan a fool. 4 


Piqu'd and re-piqu'd him ſo oft, that, at laſt, 
e ſwore, by the jolly fat nuns, _ 
If cards came no better than thoſe that were paſt, 
Oh! oh! alack! he muſt loſe all his buns, 


Ou may do as you will, but I'll fling away care: 
P11 ſport with the ſwains and PII toy with the fair, 
For joys yet unknown 1 may find ſpringing there : 
And *tis better by half. 
Love and nectar to qual; 4 Mh 
All the days of my life thus P11 frolic.and laugh. 


Till lately there liy*d not ſo wretched an elf; 
I tended my flocks and fought nothing but pelf; 
Car'd little for others, but much for myſelf ; _ 

But tis better by .alf, &c. 1260 
But wiſhes for more are all fooliſh and vain, 

And thought for te-morrow brings notHing but pain; 
Enjoying to-day J fhall find the beſt gain 
or *tis better by half, &c. . 
Come over to me, all ye gay blooming throng, 
And take it, the way to be bleſt the year long 
Is to welcome ſweet love, wine, and jd 
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Then care, with his wrinkles, I give to the wind; 
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More happy by half, 
All the days of my life thus I'll frolic and laugh, 
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1 he greateſt and graveſt (a truce with grimace) 


And, if you don't like them, why let them alone. 


delieve ſhe was good, and I'm ſure ſhe was fair: 


Did you e're ſee a frown in a bumper of wine ? 
11 


„ 


To mirth, from this moment, my heart is inclin'd: 
I'm ſure of my bliſs, for the nymphs will be kind: 


Love and nectar to quaff; 


SONG XXI. 
ONS ! neighbour, ne'er bluſh for a trifle like this; 
What harm with a fair-one to toy and to kiſs ? 


ou'd do the ſame thing, were they in the ſame place. 


No age, no profeſſion, no ſtation is free; 
To ſovereign beauty mankind bends the knee; 
That power, reſiſtleſs, no ſtrength can oppoſe ; 
e all love a pretty girl—under the roſe, 


SONG XXII. 


HE women all tell me I'm falfe to my laſs; 
| That I quit my dear Chloe, and ſtick to my glaſs: 
But to you, men of reaſon, my reaſons I'Il own; 


* 
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2 [though I have left her, the truth I'Il declare; 


But goodneſs and charms in a bumper I ſee, 
5 hat make it as good and as charming as ſhe. 

My Chloe had dimples and ſmiles, I muſt own; . 
But, although ſhe could ſmile, yet in truth ſhe. could 
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3 frown; | 
But tell me, ye lovers of liquor divine, | 


er lilies and roſes were juſt in their prime; 

et lilies and roſes are conquer'd by time : 

ut, in wine, from its age ſuch benefit flows, 
hat we like it the better the older it grows. 


hey tell me my love would in time have been cloy'd, 
nd that beauty's inſtpid when once *tis enjoy'd ; 
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But in wine I both time and enjoyment defy, 


For, the longer I drink, the more thirſty am I. 
1 1 | Let 


1 
BY 


616 +) 
Let murders, and battles, and hiſtory, prove 
The miſchiefs that wait upon rivals in love; 
But in drinking thank heay'n, no rival contends, 9 
For, the more we love liquor, the more we are friends. 


She too might have poiſon'd the joy of my life, 2 
With nes, and babies, and ſqualling and ftrife I 
ut my wine neither nurſes or babies can bring, 14 
And a big-bellied bottle's a mighty good thing. x 
We ſhorten our days when with love we engage; 1 
It brings on diſeaſes and haſtens old age: ut} 
But wine from grim death can its votaries ſave, =_ 


And keep out t'other leg when there's one in the grave, 
Perhaps like her ſex, ever falſe to their word, 1 


She had left me— to get an eſtate or a lord; 9 
But my bumper, regarding not titles nor pelf, 4 
Will ſtand by me when I can't ſtand by myſelf, 1 
Then let my dear Chloe no longer complain: 4 
She's rid of her lover, and I of my pain; 4 
For in wine, mighty wine, many comforts I ſpy—— 
: Should you doubt what I ſay, take a bumper and try. 7 
ü 8 ON G XXIII. 9 
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A Dean and prebendary 


Had late a new vagary ; 
And were at doubtful ſtrife, fir, 
Who led the better life, fir, 
And was the better man. 


The dean he ſaid that, truly, 
Since Preb. was ſo unruly, - 
He'd prove it to his face, fir, 
That he had the moſt grace, ſir, 


I And ſo the fight began. : 
14 When Preb. reply'd like thunder, 
1 And roar'd out, twas no wonder, 


Since gods the dean had three, ſir, 
And more by two than he, ſir, 
For he had got but one. 


| Now, whilft theſe two were raging, 
£0 And in diſpute engaging, 
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1 O” | my ſweet pretty Mog, you're as ſoft as a bog, 
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T be maſter of the charter 
Said both had caught a tartar, 
For gods, ſir, there were none. 


That all the books of Moſes 
Were nothing but ſuppoſes ; 
That he deſery'd rebuke, fir, 
Who wrote the Pentateuch, fir, 
"I was nothing but a ſham. 


That, as for father Adam, 
And Mrs. Eve, his madam, 
And what the ſerpent ſpoke, fir, 
*T was nothing but a joke, fir, 
And well- invented flam. 


Thus in this battle- royal, 
As none would take denial, 
The dame for whom they ſtrove, fir, 
Could neither of them love, fir, 
Since all had giv'n offence: 


She, therefore, lily waiting, 
Left all three fools a prating; 
And being in a fright, fir, 
Religion took her flight, fir, 
And ne'er was heard of ſince. 


SONG XXIV. 


And as wild as a kitten, as wild as a kitten | 
ole * on your face (arrah pity my caſe 
Poor 


1 Far ſofter than ſilk, and as fair as new milk, 
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Your lily-white hand is, your lily-white hand is! 
Your ſhape's like a pail, from your head to your tail ; 


IS 


ermot have ſmitten, poor Dermot have ſmitten! 


Oh! AE as a wand is, you're ſtrait as a wand 


1 pt NO E 3 7 : 21 4 3 
Tour lips, red as cherries, and your curling hair is 


As black as the devil, as black as the devil; 
Vour breath is as ſweet too as any potatoe, 


Or orange from Seville, or orange from Seville! 


When 


12 ad. + hk at — 


1 


When dreſt in your boddice, you trip like a goddeſs, 
So nimble, ſo friſky, ſo nimble, ſo friſky 
A kiſs on your cheek ('tis ſo ſoft and ſo ſleek) 
Woo _— me like whiſky, would warm we like f A 
whiſky 


I one and 1 pine, and! ſob like a ſwine, | 
ecauſe you're ſo cruel, becauſe you're ſo cruel ; 
No reſt can I take, and aſleep or awake, 
I dream of my jewel, I dream of my jewel! 
ur hate then give over, nor Dermot, your lover, 
cruelly handle, fo cruelly handle, 


Or ot muſt die, like a pig in a ſtye, 
Or\Mutfk of a candle, or ſnuff of a candle | 
SONG XXV. 
— was a jolly Miller once liv'd on the river 
ee, 
He danc'd and he ſang from morn till night, no Jack 
ſo blithe as he; 2 
And this the burden of his ſong for ever us'd t f . 


I care for no body, no, not I, if no- body cares Tor me. 1 5 
I live by my mill, God bleſs her! ſhe's kindred, child, 


and wife; 
I would not change my ſtation for any other in life ; 
No lawyer, ſurgeon, or doctor, er had a groat from met 
I care for nobody, no, not 1, if nobody cares for me. I 


Waun begins its merry career, oh g how his heart 3 

Fron gay FF : 5 

No 8 s draught alarms his fears, nor ; winters if 
eca L 


No forelight mars the miller's joy, who's wont to a 


Let * toll from year to year, —— — 1 live from day wi 
ay. 

Thus, Bs, the miller bold and free, Jet us _ 
ing : 

The a of youth are made for glee, and time is or on the 


This . a paſs Gon me to thee, along this 7 


rin g: 5 
Let heart ind voice and all agree to ſay long live the king. 1 
SONG | 
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like A 7 5 of theſe wenches | they make ſuch a pother, 
"FR When once they have let'n a man have his will 
Eyre always a whining for ſomething or other, 
Ind cry he's unkind in his carriage. 
Mat thof he ſpeak em ne'er ſo fairly, 
till they keep teazing, teaz ing on, 
Lou cannot perſuade em; 
Till promiſe you've made em; 
And after they've got it, 
They'll tell you—ad rot it! 
heir character's blaſted, they're ruin'd, undone :; 
And then, to be ſure, fir, 
There is but one cure, fir, 
ver And all their diſcourſe is of marriage: 


ark SONG Xxvn. 


row brimful of nothing's the life of a beau, 
e. WEL They've nothing to think of, they've nothing to do, 
14, Mer they've nothing to talk of, for nothing they know, 

puch, ſuch is the life of a beau. | 
Hr nothing they riſe but to draw the freſh air, 
nen gend the morning in nothing but curling their hair, 
a do nothing all day but ſing, ſaunter, and ſtare, 
art Such, ſuch is the life of a beau, 


r nothing at night to the playhouſe they croud, 

r to mind nothing done there they always are proud, 
Mt to bow, and to grin, and talk nothing aloud, 
uch, ſuch is the life of a beau. y 


r nothing they run to th' Aſſembly and Ball, 

nd for nothing at cards a fair partner call, 

or they ſtil] muſt be beaſted who've nothing at all, 
Such, ſuch is the life of a beau. 1 


Lor nothing on Sundays at church they appear, "I 
or they've nothing to hope, nor they've nothing to fear, 
hey can be nothing no where, who nothing are here. 

. Zuck, ſuch is the life of a beau. | 
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SONG XXVIII. 


FHILE the Prigs of St. Giles's do wantonly chal 
Sweet tobacco, talk flaſh, and drink gin; 5 a 
I call upon thee to chant jaw, 
Or bang all the Molls in the ken. 


Juſt then when the youth who laſt week ſtood the pal * 
With his Moll has a hornpipe begun, 

And the flat of the town knowing nought of the matte 
Like a mouth ſtands to grin at the fun. 


If we're ſcragg'd for our riggs tis ourſelves are to bland 
'T hat was always a maxim with me; 

And if calld in my turn to be ſure Þ11 die game, 
And that you may preſently lee, 


SONG XXIX. 
ONE the Gods of the Greeks, at an ambroſial fea 


Large bowls of rich near were quaffing; 7 | 
Merry Momus among them was fat as a gueſt, * 
| (Homer ſays the celeſtials lov'd laughing ;) 
As each in the ſynod the humouriſt droll'd, 
So none could his jeſts diſapprove ; 
He ſung, reparteed, and ſome ſmart ſtories told, 
| And at laſt thus began upon Jove: 


* Sire, Atlas, who long has the univerſe bore, 
* Grows grievoully tir'd of late; 
& Heſays, that mankind are much worſe than befor 
dðo he begs to be eas'd of his weight.“ Rp 
Jove, knowing the earth on poor Atlas was hurl'd, Þ 
From his ſhoulders commanded the ball, 3 
Gave his daughter, Attraction, the charge of the worl 
And ſhe hung it up high in her hall. 


Miſs, pleas'd with the preſent, review'd the globe round 

Too ſee what each climate was wortk; Þ 

Like a diamond, the whole with an Atmoſphere bound | 

And ſhe variouſly planted the earth ; 9 

With ſilver, gold, jewels, ſhe India endow'd ; z 

; France and Spain ſhe taught vine ards to rear; : 1 

What ſuited each clime on each clime ſhe beſtow'd, ⁵⁸ 
And Freedom ſhe found flouriſh'd here. 
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cardinal virtues ſhe left in this ifle, 

As guardians to cheriſh the root 
> bloſſoms of liberty gan for to ſmile, 
And Engliſhmen fed on the fruit: 
This fed and thus bred from a bounty ſo rare, 
DO preſerve it as free as *twas giv'n. 0 
will, while we've breath, nay we'll graſp it in death; 
tt And return it untainted to heav'n. C3 
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tt SONG XXX. 
4 Certain Preſbyterian pair, 


an, Were wedded t'other day; 
And, when in bed the lambs were laid, 
* Their paſtor came to pray. 
But firſt he bade each gueſt depart, 
Nor ſacred rites profane; 
For carnal eyes ſuch myſteries 
| Can never entertain, 25 


Then with a puritanic air, 

VUnto the Lord he pray'd, 

That he would pleaſe to grant encreaſe 
To that ſame man and maid. 


And that the huſbandman might dreſs 

= Full well the vine, his wife; 

And, like a vine, ſhe ſtill might twine 

About him all her life, Wi 

Sack poſſet then he gave them both, 
And ſaid with lifted eyes, 

Bleſs'd of the Lord ! with one accord 

Begin your enterprize. 

2X The bridegroom then drew near his ſpouſe, 

3 * apply prolific balm ; | 

And, while they ſtrove in mutual love, 
The parſon ſang a pſalm, 


SONG XXXI. 


T* ſpite of love, at length I find, 
1 A miſtreſs that can pleaſe me: 
Her humour free and unconfin'd, _ 


Both night and day ſhe'll eaſe me. 


. 
No jealous thoughts diſturb my mind, 
Tho' ſhe's enjoy'd by all mankind : 


Then drink, and never ſpare it, 
Tis a bottle of good claret. 


If you, through all her naked charms, 
Her little mouth diſcover, 

Then take her bluſhing to your arms, 
And uſe her like a lover; | 

Such liquor ſhe'll diſtill from thence 

As will tranſport your raviſh'd ſenſe : 

Then kiſs, and never ſpare it, 

*T'is a bottle of good claret: 


But, beſt of all ! ſhe has no tongue; 
Submiſlive ſhe obeys me; 

She's fully better old than young, 

And ſtill to ſmiling ſways me; 
Her ſkin is ſmooth, completion black, 
And has a moſt delicious ſmack ; 9 
Then kiſs and never ſpare it, a 
Tis a bottle of good claret: 


If 02 her excellence would taſte, 
e ſure you uſe her kind, ſir; 
Clap your hand about her waiſt, 
And raiſe her up behind ſi; 
As for her bottom, never doubt; 
Puſh but home, and you'll find it out: 


Then drink and never ſpare it, Fi 
Tis a bottle of good claret, 9 
SONG XXXII. — 


Y dimpled brook and fountain brim, 

The wood-nymph deck'd with daiſies trim, 2 
Their merry, merry, wakes and paſtimes keep; I 
What has night to do with ſleep? | 
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Night has better ſw-ets to prove, \ 
Venus wakes and wakens love; © bk . 
Come, let us our rites begin, E | 
] 
] 


?Tis only day-light that makes ſig, 


7 
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8 ONG XXXIII. 


-FFATDEN, freſh as a roſe, 
1 Young, buxom, and full of jollity, 
Take no ſpouſe among beauxz, k 
Fond of their raking quality. 
He who wears a long Luſh . 
All powder'd down from his pericane, 
And, with his noſe full of uff, e 
Snuffles out love in a merry vein: 
Who to dames of high place 
Does prattle like any parrot. too, 
Yet with doxies a brace, 
Pigs at night in a garret too: 
Patrimony out-run, 
To make a fine ſhow to carry thee : 
Plainly, friend, thou'rt undone, 
If ſuch a creature marry thee. 


Then, for fear of a bribe _ 
Of flattering noiſe and vanity, 

Yoke with a lad of our tribe: 

___ He'll ſhew thee beſt humanity. 

Flaſhy thou wilt find love, 
In civil as well as ſecular ; 

But, when ſpirit doth move, 

We have a gift particular. 

Though our graveneſs be pride, 
That boobies the more may venerate, 

He, that gets a rich bride, 
Can jump when he's to generate. 

Off then goes the diſguiſe; 
To- bed in his arms he'll carry thee; 

Then, to be happy and wiſe, _ 
Take Yea and Nay to marry thee, 


SONG XXXIV. 


3 OME, all you lovers, who wan with deſpair, 


Compoſe idle ſonnets and figh for the fair ; 


Who puff up their pride by enhancing their charms, 


And tell them 'tis heaven to lie in their arms: 


Be wiſe by example; take pattern by me; 
For, let what will happen, by Jove I'll be fr 
For let what will happen, & c. 
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1 
Young Daphne I ſaw in the net ſoon was caught $ 0 
IIy'd oF I flatter'd, as cuſtom has taught ; 3 
I preſs'd her to bliſs, which ſhe rante full ſoon ; , 11 
But the date of my paſſion expir'd with the moon. 1 
She vow'd ſhe was ruined; I ſaid it might be; | 
I'm ſorry, my dear: but dy Jove ll de free. v7 


The next was young Phillis, as bright as the morn, 3 1 
The love that I pro d ſhe treated with ſcorn ; ; 9 


I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, F 
That none can be handſome but ſuch as are kind, A 
Her pride and ill- nature were loſt upon me * 


For, in ſpite of fair faces, by Jove I'll be free. 


Let others call rang the harbour of joys ; . - 

Calm peace I delight in, and fly from all noiſe; 
Some chooſe to be hamper'd, tis ſure a ſtrange rage, 5 
And like birds, they ſing beſt when they re put in acage; 14 
Confinement's the devil; twas ne'er made for me; 4 
Let who will be bond-ſlaves, by Jove I'll be free. 


Then let the briſk bumper run over the laſs, 

In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, ' 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcribes no dull dh . 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool. 

Let us bill like a ſparrow, and roye like the bee; 
For, in ſpite of grave. leſlons, by Jove PI} be free. 


1 - 


SONG XXXV, 


E lads and ye laſſes ſo buxom and clever, 
Who come from Hiberſſia, of famous renown, 
Put on your beſt bibbs and be coming N 
So neatly yourſelves all adorning. 
The muſic "that be ſweetly playing, 
Each ſhall be 8 ipping round; 
Green ſhamrock ſhali ſhine, fir, 
To make you all fine, fir, 
Salt fiſh and potatoes : 
Shall ſmoke; my dear creatures 
And nothing be wanted _ there can be found;| 
Full bumpers of whiſk 1 9et | 
Will — us all friſky 0 7-47 3 
On St, Patrick's day in * morning, 
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St. Patrick he was of vaſt eſtimation, 
And liv'd a great while, fir, before he was dead; 
He frighten'd the bug-a-boos out of the nation, 
S8o none of your ſneering and ſcorning ; 
For many things he did moſt truly, 
All as clever as clever could be, 
E/ He baniſh'd the bugs, fir, 
2 From blankets and rugs, fir ; 
Ahl! hub a boo, tir, 
B What more could he do, fir ? 
Whatever he ſaid, fir, the blind could not ſee. 
W ith heart like Shellaly, 
1 Then, let us be gaily 
E On St. Patrick's day in the morning. 
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here's Phelim O' Fagan, and ruddy fac'd Paddy, 
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With mirth and muſic, dance and caper, 
We ſ will jovial, jovial be. 
While each pretty mifs, fir, 
We'll ſmuggle and kiſs, ſir, 
And pull'em and hal 'em, 
And tenderly maul 'em, f 
Arrah ! who in the world are ſo merry as we ? 
All this to begin, fir, 
We think it no fin, ſir, 
On St. Patrick's day in the morning, 


SONG STEXVE 


HEN once the gods like us below, 

Jo keep it updeſtgn; _ 

Their Goblets with freſh Nectar flow, 
Which makes them more divine; 

Since drinking deifies the ſou], 

Lets puſh about the flowing bowl. 


The glitt'ring ſtar and ribband blue, 
| That deck the courtier's breaſt, 
May hide a heart of blackeſt hue, 
| ITho' by his king careſt; | 
Let him in pride and ſplendor roll, 
We're happier o'er a 32 * bowl. 
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1 
For liberty let patriots rave, 
And damn the courtly crew, 
Becauſe like them they want to have, 
The loaves and fiſhes too; 
I care not who divides the coal, 
So I can ſhare a flowing bowl. 


Let Mansfield Lord Chief Juſtice be, 
Sir Fletcher Speaker ſtill, 

At home let Sandwich rule the ſea, 
And North the Treaſury fill; 

No place I want throughout the whole, 
ut one that's near a flowing bqwl. 


The ſon wants ſquare toes at old Nick, 
And Miſs is mad to wed, 

The Doctor wants us to be lick, 

The Undertaker dead; 

All have their wants from pole to pole, 

I want an ever-flowing bowl. 


SONG XXXVII. 


FO. ne from my dark and diſmal cell, 
Or from the dark abyſs of hell, 


Mad Tom 1s come to view the world again, 


To ſee if he can cure his diſtemper'd brain. 
Fears and cares oppreſs my ſoul; 


Hark ! how the angry furies how | 
Pluto laughs, and Proſerpine is glad, 
To ſee poor angry Tom of Bedlam bad, 


Through the world I wander night and day, 
To find my ſtraggling ſenſes: 

In angry mood 1 met old Time, 
With his pentateuch of tenſes. 


When me he ſpies away he flies, 
For Time will ſtay for no man : 

In vain with cries I rend.the ſkies, 
For pity is not common. 


Cold and comfortleſs I be, 
Help help! or elſe 1 die! 
Hark ! I hear Apollo's team, 
The carman *gins to whiſtle ; 
Chaſte Diana bends her bow, 
And the boar begins to briſtle, 
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Come Vulcan, with tools and with tackle, 
And knock off my troubleſome ſhackle; 
Bid Charles make ready his wain, 

IJTo bring me my ſenſes again. 


Laſt night I heard the dog ſtar bark; 

Mars met Venus in the dark; 

_ ZLimping Vulcan heat an iron bar, 

And furiouſly made at the god of war: 

Mars with his weapon laid about; 

Limping Vulcan had got the gout; 

is broad horns did ſo hang in his light, 

'Z That he could not ſee to aim his blows aright, 
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Mercury the nimble poſt of heaven, 
Stood {till to fee the quarrel ; 
Barrel-belly'd Bacchus, giant-like, 
Heſtride a ſtrong beer barrel: 
To me he drank whole butts, 
Until he burſt his guts, 
But mine were ne'er the wider. 
Poor Tom is very dry, 
A little drink for charity. 


9 Hark! I hear Acteon's hounds ; 

1 The huntſman whoop and hollow, 

3 Ringwood, Rockwood, Jowler, Bowman, 
=; All the cnace to follow. 

he man in the moon drinks claret, 
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ats powder'd beef, turnip, and carrot 
But a cup of Malaga ſack, | 
Will fire the buſh at his back. 


SONG XXXVIII. 


A LL you that are wiſe and think life worth enjoying, 
1 Or ſoldier or ſailor, by land or by fea, | 
In loving or laughing your time be employing; | 
2X Your glaſs to your lip and your laſs on your knee, | 
Come ling away, honeys, and caſt off all forrow ! 

l hough we all die to-day, let's be merry to-morrow ; | 
A hundred years hince twill be too late to borrow | 
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A moment to time to be joyous and free! 
Come ling away, honeys, &c. | 


P1 


(WJ 
My lord and the biſhop, in ſpite of their ſplindor, 


When Dith gives the call, from their glories muſt 
part; | =_ 
Your beautiful dame, whin the ſummons is ſint her, 


Will feel the blood ebb from the cheek to the heart, 
Then ſing away, honeys, and caſt oft your ſorrow, 
Though you all die to-day, yet be merry to-morrow ! 
A hundred years hince *twill be too late to borrow 


A cordial to cheriſh the ſorrowful heart! 
Then ling, &c, 


For riches and honour, then, why all this riot, 
Your wrangling and jangling, and all your alarms ? 
Arrah ! burn you, my honeys, you'd better be quiet, 
And take, while you can, a kind girl to your arms. 
You'd better be ſinging and caſting off ſorrow !- 
Though you all die to-day, ſure, be merry to-morrow ! © 


A hundred years hince *twill be too late to borrow ” | 
One moment to toy and enjoy her tweet charms ! * 
You'd better be ſinging, &c. 'F 
SONG XXXIX. 1 


JANSNT, and Molly, and Dolly, 
IJ When young lambs were a rearing, 
Robin, and Willy, and Harry, 
Met all at a ſheep-ſhearing, 
Lately a match was made : 
Plump Joan of the valley 
Simper'd till grace was ſaid, | 
With Roger the jolly. _ 
Hodge the briſk and ſtrong | Ed 
Could well give her a fairing ; .* 
oan the freſh and young, 
Th he beſt at the ſheep- hearing. 


Kiſſing, and preſſing, and bleſſing, 
Went round, none did reſiſt ' ein; 
Sherry, brown berry, and perry, 
They drank till they be—— em. 
Philip ſome fiſh had brought, 
That newly were taken; 
Kit, too, had coleworts bought 
. - For Barnaby's bacon, | 
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9 Curds and cream divine, 

1 The kind laſſes endearing; 

4 Never feaſt ſo fine iT 
Was known at a ſheep+ſhearing, 


But whillt they, trolling down derry, 
Woere all eating and drinking, 
5 (Never were creatures ſo merry, 
9 Faith to ev'ry one's thinking,) 
is Georgy came jumping in 
x Without any bidding: 

* He had a rival been, 3 
And ſwore he'd ſpoil the wedding. 
3 Cuffs and kicks went round; _ 
1 No ſpeaking or hearing: 
Thus in brawl was drown'd 

Qur jolly ſheep-ſhearing. 


- | SONG XL. 


9 INCE artiſts who ſue for the trophies of fame, 
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Attend to my ſong, Where you'll certainly find 
A lecret diſclos'd, for the good of mankind ; 
And deny it who can, ſure the laurel's my due; 
've found out the padlock to keep a wife true, 
ve found out the padlock to keep a wite true, 


Should the amorous goddeſs preſide o'er your dame, 

With the ardors of youth all her paſſions iffflame; 

Should her beauty lead captive each ſofter deſire, 
And languiſhing fovers fill figh and admire : 

et fearleſs you'll truſt her, though thouſands may ſue, 
When! tell you the padlock to keep the wife true, 


hough the huſband may think that he wiſely reſtrains 
With his bars and his bolts, his confinement and chains 
How fatally weak muft his artifice prove | 
Lan fetters of ſteel bind like fetters of love? 

381 nrow jealouſy hence, bid ſuſpicion adieu; 
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bw eſtraint's not the padlock to keep the wife true. 


Phould her fancy invite to the park or the play, 
$4'!-complying and kind, you mult give her her way; 

25 nile her taſte and her judgement you fondly approve, 
mY A Tis reaſon ſecures you the treaſures of love ; 


10 Their wit, and their taſte, and their genius proclaim, 


— = -* ws — 
— * ** = 1 ie Bu - — lh A W . A - 
. * — RT 7-74 moths = » had 4 *E, I I "> a * 2 — _ » "+. - _ 
4 o \ 3 HO IS wt * _ — 
„„ ' - * ä * 


pa * 
K — 


» 


„ 

And believe me, no coxcomb admiſſion can find, 

For the fair- one 1s ſafe if you padlock her mind, 

Tho' her virtues with foibles ſhould frequently blend, 

Let the huſband be loſt in the lover and friend ; 

Let doubts and ſurmiſes no longer perplex, 

Tis the charms of indulgence that bind the ſoft ſex; 

They ne'er can prove falſe while this maxim's in view— = 
_ Goop-HumovuR's the padlock to keep a wife true. 


SONG XLI, 
HRICE happy the nation that Shakeſpeare Has? 


charm'd, | 
More happy the boſom his genius has warm'd; 
Ye children of nature, of faſhion, of whim, 
He painted ye all, and all join to praiſe him, 
Come away, come away, 
His genius calls, we mult obey, 


From higheft to loweſt, from old to the young, 

All ſtates and conditions by him have been ſung 

All paffions and humours were rais'd by his pen; 

He could ſoar with the eagle, and ſing with the wren. 
Come away, &c. | 


Jo praiſe him ye Fairies, and Genii repair, 

He knew where ye haunted, in earth or in air, 

No phantom ſo ſubtle cou'd glide from his view 5 

ihe wings of his fancy were ſwifter than you. 
Come away, &c. | 


Ve mortals, may folly ne'er lead you aftray, 
Nor vain empty faſhion your reaſon betray, - 
By your love to this Bard may your genius be known, 7 
Nor injure his fame to the loſs of your own, 7 
Come away, &c, J 
SONG XLII. 
T Wincheſter there was a wedding, 
The like was never ſeen, | 
"TI wixt luſty young Ralph of Reading 
And bonny Black Beſs of the green, 
The fidlers went crowding before them, 
Each laſs as fine as a queen ; 
And there was a hundred or more, 
For all the whole country came in. 
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With Johnny and pretty- face 


n 


Briſt Robin led Roſe ſo fair, 


She look'd like a lily o' th' vale; 


And ruddy fac'd Harry led Mary, 


And Roger led bouncing Nell. 


With Tommy came {miling Kitty, 


He help'd her over the ſtile, 
And ſwore there was none ſo pretty 
In forty and forty long mile. 


Kit gave a green gown to Betty, 
And lent her his hand to riſe; 
But Jenny was jcer'd by Watty 
For looking blue under the eyes, 
Thus, merrily chatting, they all 
Paſs'd to the bride-houſe along; 
Nanny, 
The faireſt'of all the throng, 


'The bride ſhe came out for to meet them, 
Afraid the dinner was ſpoil'd, 
And uſher'd them in for to treat them 


With bak'd, and with roaſted, and boil'd. 


The lads were all frolic and jolly, 
For each had his love by his ſide 

But Willy was quite melancholy, 
For he had a mind to the bride. 


Then Philip began with her health, 

And turn'd a beer glaſs o'er his thumb; 
But Jenkin was counted for drinking 
The beſt in Chriſtendom. | 
And now they had din'd, all advancing 
Into the midſt of the hall, 


| The fidlers ſtruck up for a dancing, 


And Jeremy open'd the ball. 


But Margery kept at her quarter, 
A laſs that was proud of her pelf, 
*Cauſe Arthur had ſtolen her garter, 
And ſwore he would tie it himſelf; 


She ſtruggled, ſhe bluſh'd, and ſhe frown'd, 


And anger almoſt made her cry, 
For Arthur in tying her garter, 
Had ſlipped his hand too high. 
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And now for throwing the ſtocking, , 
The bride away was led; | 
The bridegroom got drunk and was knocking 
For candles to light them to bed : 
But Robin, who found him ſo filly, 
Moſt friendly did take him aſide; 
The while that his bride with Willy 
Was playing at Hooper's hide. 
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And now the warm game was begun, 
'The critical minute was come ; 

And chatting, and billing, and kiſſing, 
Went merrily round the room ; 

Young Strephon was kind to Betty, 
And blithe as a bird in the ſprings 

And Tommy was loving to Kitty, 

And wedded her with a ruth ring, 


* And Sukey, that dane'd with the cuſhion, 
An hour from the room had been gone, 
But Barnaby knew, by her bluſhing, 
That ſome other dance had been done. 
And thus, out of fifty fair maidens 
T hat cameto the wedding with men, . 
Scarce five of the fifty was left ye, 
That fo did return back again, 


HILE Phillis is drinking, love and wine in alli- X 
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With forces united bid reſiſtleſs defiance; = 
By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles nigher, 
And her eyes from her drinking redouble their fire. 


Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their colour, 

As flowers by ſprinkling revive with frcth odour; . 

His dart dipt in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 1 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more enduring. 


By cordials of wine love is kept from expiring; 
And our mirth is enliven'd by love and deſiring; 
Relieving each other, the pleaſure is laſting; 
And we never are cloy'd, yet are ever a-taſting, 


Then 


e 


FJ 1 | 
= 8 5 | | | ; 
hen, Phillis, begin; let our raptures abound, | 
nd a kiſs and a glaſs be ſtill going around: 1 
Our joys are immortal, While thus we remove [| 
rom love to the bottle, from the bottle to love. 


SONG XLIV. 


OW much, egregious Moore, 4 
Are we deceiv'd by ſhowers and forms _ 
Whate'er we think, whate'er we lee, 
All human race are worms. 


N 


1 Man is a very worm by birth: 
1 Proud reptile, vile and vain |! 
BY A-while he crawls upon the earth, 
i T hen ſhrinks to earth again. 


That woman is a worm we find, 

E'er ſince our grandam's evil: 
Bn She firſt convers'd with her own kind, 
4 That ancient worm, the devil. 
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The learn'd themſelves we book- worms name, 7 
3 The blockhead is a ſlow- worin: 
The nymph, whole tail is all on flame, b 

Is aptly term'd a glow-worm. I 


COS mn 


g The fops are painted butterflies, | li 
7 That flutter for a day; ; 

1 Firſt from a worm they took their rife, | 
5% Then in a worm decay, 
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'The flatterer an ear-wig grows ; 

Some worms ſuit all conditions : 
E Miſers are muck-worms; filk-worms, beaus; 
And death-watches, phyſicians, 


n 


That ſtateſmen have a worm is ſeen 
: Py all their winding play; | q 
Their conſcience is a worm within, 

That graws, them night and day. 
Ah, Moore! thy {kill were well employ'd, 
4 And greater gain would rife, | 
FE. If thou could'ſt. make the courtier void i 
5 The worm that never dies. | 
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O learned friend of Abchurch-lane, 
Who ſett'ſt our entrails free, 


Vain is thy art, thy powder vain, 
Since worms ſhall eat e'en thee | 


Thou only canſt our fates adjourn 
Some few ſhort years, no more; 

Ev'n Button's wits to worms ſhall turn, 
Who maggots were before. 


SONG XIV. 


O the wars J muſt, alas 
Tho' I do not like the game, 

Vor I hold him but an aſs 

That will loſe his life for fame. 
Vor theſe guns be zitch peſtilent things, 

To pat a pellet in one's brow: 
Vour vurlongs off, ch've heard zome zay,. 

Ch'ill kill a man a knows not how. 


When the bow, bill, zword, and dagger, 

Were uſed all in vighting, | 

Ch've heard my father ſwear and ſwagger, 
That it was but a flea-biting : 

But thefe guns, &c. 


Iſe would vight with the beſt of our pariſh, 
And play at whiſters with Mary ; 
Could thump the vootball, yerk the morrie, 
And box at viſticuffs with an: 
But theſe guns, &c. | 
Varewel, Dick, Tom, Ralph, and Hugh, 
My may-poles make all heretofore ; 
Varewel, Doll, Kate, Zis, and Zue, 
For I ſhall never zee you more: 
Vor theſe guns, &c.. 


SONG XLVI. 


FI live to grow old, as I find I go down, 
1 Let this be my fate: in a fair country town 
et me have a warm houſe, with a ſtone at my gate, 


And a cleanly young girl to-rub my bald pate. 
May 


ow 
May I govern my paſſions with an abſolute ſway ; 


And grow wiſer and better as my ſtrength wears away, 
Without gout or ſtone, by a gentle decay. | 


In a country town, by a murmuring brook, 
With the ocean at diſtance on which I may look; 
With a green ſpacious plain without hedge or ſtile, 
And an caſy pad-nag to ride out a mile. 

May I govern, &c. 


With Horace and Petrarch, 2nd one or two more 

Of the beſt wits that liv'd in the ages before; 

With a diſh of roaſt mutton, not ven'ſon nor teal, 

And clean, though coarſe, linen at every meal. 
May I govern, &c. 
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With a pudding on Sundays, and ſtout humming liquor, 
And remnants of Latin to puzzle the vicar ; 
With a hidden reſerve of good Burgundy wine, 
Jo drink the king's health as oft as we dine. 
May I govern, &c, 
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With a courage undaunted may I face my laſt day; 
And, when I am dead, may the better ſort ſay,— 
In the PEA when ſober, in the ev'ning when mel- 
low 
He is gone, and has left not behind him his fellow. 
May I govern, &c. 


SONG XLVII. 


USH about the briſk bowl, *twill enliven the heart, 
While thus we ſit round on the graſs : 
The lover, who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 
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The wretch, who fits watching his ill-gotten pelf, 
And wiſhes to add to the maſs, ' | 

Whatc'er the curmudgeon may think of himſelf, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. rs 


The beau, who ſo ſmart with his well powder'd hair, 
An angel beholds in his glaſs, | 

And thinks with grimace to ſubdue all the fair, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an as. 


The 


1 36 
The merchant from climate to climate will roam 
Of Cræſus the wealth to ſurpaſs; : 
1 And oft, while he's wand'ring, my lady at home 
1 Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs. 


| The lawyer ſo grave, when he puts in his plea, 

i} With forchead well fronted with braſs, 

71 Though he talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee, 
There you, my good friend, are the aſs. 


Y The formal phyſician, who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this claſs; 

The ſick man a while may confide in his (kill, 
But death proves the doctor an aſs, 


1 Then let us companions be jovial and gay, 
ip | By turns take our bottle and laſs ; 

wall For he who his pleaſure puts off for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs. 


SONG XLVIII. 
8 Nen I ſcorn who nice and fair, 


Shiver at the morning air; 
Rough and hardy, bold and free, 
Be the man that's made for me. 


Slaves to faſhion, ſlaves to dreſs, 
Fops themſelves alone careſs ; 
Let them without rival be, 
They are not the men for me, 


He, whoſe nervous arm can dart, 
'T he jav'lin to the tyger's heart; 
From all ſenſe of danger free, 
He's the man that's made for me. 


While his ſpeed outſtrips the wind, 
Lofty wave his locks behind; 
From fantaſtick fopp'ry free, 

He's the man that's made for me. 


Nor ſimp'ring ſmile, nor dimpled ſleek, 
' Spoil his manly ſun- burnt cheek ; 

By weather let him painted be, 
He's the man that's made for me. 


3 


] Re 
If falſe he proves, my jav'lin can, 
Revenge the perjury of the man, 
And ſoon another brave as he, 


Shall be found the man for me. 


- 0 6.5 ALIX; 
Bas not what you ought to ſmother, 
Honour's laws ſhould ſacred be, 

Boaſted favours from another, 
Ne'er will favour gain with me. 

But inſpir'd with indignation, 
Sooner I'd lead apes in hell, 

E'er 1'd truſt my reputation 
With ſuch fools as kiſs and tell. 


He who finds a hidden treaſure, 
Never ſhould the ſame reveal; 

Him whom beauty crowns with plcaſure, 
Cautious ſhould his joys conccal. 


Him with whom my heart VII venture, 
Shall my fame from cenſure ſave ; 
One where truth and prudence center, 

And as ſccret as the grave, 


FONG: bh: : 
Co Gy us glaſſes, my wench ; 


Give us wine, and we'll quench 
The remembrance of pain and of grief; 
_ To the winds give our care, 

For we'll never deſpair, 
While a bottle can give us relief. 

In our revels and joy 

We'll forget the proud boy ; 
Let the Lethe its miracle work ; 

For as hollow, 1 find, 

As the bottle's her mind, 
And her heart is as lightas the cork, 


Ariadne the gay, 
In deſpair, as they ſay, 
For the bully that left her behind, 
Would have hang'd or have drown'd, 
. But in Bacchus he found PE 
A new lover as conſtant as kind: 


Theſe 


F 
Theſe are fables, my dear, 
But the moral is clear; 

Tt was wine that her peace did reſtore; 
When he left the poor laſs, 
Why ſhe took to her glaſs, + 

And ſhe never remember'd him more. 


SON. G LI. 
TAN, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 
As the ſpur is for the jade, 
As the ſcabbard for the blade, 
As for digging is the ſpade, 
As for liquor is the can, 
So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 


Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 

As the ſceptre's to be ſway'd, 

As for the night's the ſerenade, 

As for pudding is the pan, 

As to cool us is the fan, 

So man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 
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Man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 

Be ſhe widow, wife, or maid; 

Be ſhe wanton, be ſhe ſtaid; 

Be ſhe well or ill-array'd; 

Whore, bawd, or harridan ; - 

Yet man, man, man, is for the woman made, 
And the woman's made for man. 
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S8. ON WII. 1 

E ſcamps, ye pads, ye divers, and all upon the lu 
In Tothill- fields gay fheep-walk like lambs 

__ , ſport and play, ö 4 

Rattling up your darbies, come hither at my call, | 
I'm jigger dubber here, and you're welcome to mill dol 


With my tow row, &c. Z 
All 


Net your inſurance-office the flats you have taken in; 
he game you've play'd, my kiddy, you're always ſure 


ſhiners—the number up—you break, 
ith your inſuring policy! Pd not inſure your neck. 


WITS with trotters nimble, could fly from Engliſh 
blows, _ 

hey've got nimble daddles, as Monſieur plainly. 
YA ſhews : 5 
he thus the foes of Britain bang'd, aye, thump away 
1 Monſieur, h 
he hemp you're beating now, will make your ſolitaire, 
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My peepers, who've we here now why this is ſure 
3 Black Moll: SOS 
My ma'am you're of the fair ſex, ſo welcome to mill 


of » 
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XY our jazy pays the garniſh, unleſs the fees you tip, 

XT ho? you're a flaſhy. coachman, here the gagger holds the 
3 Whip. | | 

we're ſcamps, we're pads, we're divers, we're all upon 
3 the lay, 

n Tothill-fields gay ſheep-walk like lambs we ſport and 
A play; f 5 
XK attling up our darbies, we're hither at your call, 
N ou are jigger dubber here, and we're forced for to mill 
With our tow, row, &c. 
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SON. G LIII. 
ONE, neighbours, now we've made our hay; 
. 'The ſun in haſte | 
Drives to the weſt, 8 
With ſports conclude the day. 
Let ev'ry man chooſe out his laſs, 
And then ſalute her on the graſs; 


( 4 ) 
And when you find 
She's coming kind, 
Then we'll toſs off our bowls, with true love and ho- 
nour, | 21 . = 
To all kind loving girls, and the lord of the manor, 


At night, when round the hall we fit, 
f With good brown bowls, 
To cheer our fouls, 
And raiſe a merry chat; 
W hen blood grows warm, and loye runs high, 
And jokes about the tablefly ; 
Then we retreat, 
And that repeat 
Which all would gladly try: £ 
Then again toſs our bowls, with true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, and the lord of the manor, L 


Let lazy great ones of the town 
Drink night away, 
| And fleep all day, 
Till gouty they are grown: 
Our daily works ſuch vigour give, 
That nightly ſports we oft revive, 
And kiſs our dames 
With {ſtronger flames 
Than any prince alive: N 5 43 
Then again toſs our bowls, with true love and honour, 
To all kind loving girls, and the lord of the manor, MX 


| SONG LIV. 2 
T3 was once, it was ſaid, when is out of ry b 
ea | bY 
And where too, yet true is my tale, 
That a round-belly'd vicar, bepimpled with liquor, 
Could ſtick to no text like good ale. | 
| Tol de rol de rol lol lol lol. 


He one night gan to doſe; for under the roſe, 
The parſon was then non ſe ipſe : 
Non ſe ipſe ! you'll ſay, what's that to the lay? 
In plain Eoglilh, the parſon was tipſy. 11 


TR EF: 08: 30 
is clerk ſtepping in, with a band-bobbing chin, 
1 As ſolemn and ſtupid as may be, 
re vicar he gap'd ; the clerk hemm'd and ſcrap'd, 
2 Sayings Pleaſe, fir, to bury a baby, 


He look'd, like his maſter, A roſy ; 
ho blink'd with one eye, with his wig all awry, 
And hiccup'd, Pray how is it Moty ? 


ow our author ſuppoſes the „ name was Moſes, 


AK child, fir, is carried, by you to be bury'd. —— 
Bury me, Moſes ! no, that won't do. 
ord, fir ! ſaid the clerk, you are all in the dark; 
*T'is a child to be bury'd, not you. 


ell, Moſes, don't hurry ; the infant we'll bury.— 
F But, maſter, the corpſe cannot ſtay.— 
Vell, can't it? but why; for once, then, we'll try 
If a corple, Moſes, can run away, 
o But Moſes reply'd : Sir, the pariſh will chide, 


ao +6 vw 214 I Ip 
For keeping them out in cold weather. 


—— 28444 


hen, Moſes, quoth he, £0 tell them, from me, 


PII bury them warm altog-tner, 


But, fir, it rains hard; pray have ſome regard,— 
Y Regard, Moſy ! that makes me tay : wi epic 
or no corple, young or old, in rain can catch cold 

7 But, faith, Moſes, you and I may. | 


Noſes begg'd he'd be gone, ſaying, fir, the rain's done; 
Pleaſe to riſe, and Þ'1] lend you my hand. 

Ph! *tis hard, quoth the yicar, to leave thus my liquor; 
L And go, when I'm ſure I can't ſtand. | 


hen the parſon, ſore troubled, to the church-yard he 
hobbled, 


Lamenting the length of the way; 155 
or, Moſes, quoth he, were J a biſhop, d'ye ſee, 
I neither need walk, preach, nor pray. l 


hen he came to the grave, ſays he, Moſes, a ſtave. 
Lord ; where's my tobacco box hid ? 
declare this faſt walking prevents me from talking, 
So, Moſes, pray give me a quid. 
'Then 


11 

Then he open d the book, and in't ſeem'd to look, 
But o'er the page only he (quinted. | Th 

Says he, Moſes, I'm vex'd, for I can't find the tent, 9 
The book is ſo damnably printed. | 'B 

Good people, let's pray. Life's, alas but a day; ; 
Nay, ſometimes 'tis over at Noon, | | 

Man is but a flower, cut down in an hour: 
'Tis ſtrong ale, Moſy, does it ſo ſoon, 


Woman of a man born—no, that's wrong, the leaf ; 
torn A 
Upon woman the natural ſwell is, I 
The world would grow wild were men got with child 
Moſes, you and J might have big bellies! 


Nannen mind what 1 ſay: when tis night tis nd Y 
Ay, . 1 1 
Though in 3 times faints could work won | 
ers ; 9 
For, cut off your head, ina trice, it is aid, 
They'd replace it without any blunders. 


Come, let us go forth ; put the child in the earth 
| Duft to duſt, Moſes, duſt it away; ft 
For, Moſes, I truſt, we all ſhould be duſt © 
If we were not to moiſten our clay. 


So one pot, and then—the clerk ſaid amen. 
And thus we have carry'd the farce on. 
The taſte of the times will reliſh our rhimes, 

When the ridicule runs on a parſon. 


Then, ſatire, deteſt immorality's jeſt, 
Fach profane or immodeſt expreffion 
But we'll not be rude, but drink, as we ſhould, 
To the good folks of ev'ry profeſſion, 


| SGN LY.:.. 
OHN Anderſon, my jo, John, 


I wonder what you mean, 
o riſe ſo ſoon in the morning 
Ane ſet up ſo late at een, 
Lou'll blear out all your een, John; 0 
And why will you do ſo ? 
Come ſooner to your bed at e'en, 
Ss Anderſon, my jo: 


John 


9 
_ 


(43 1 

John Anderſon, my jo, John, 

W hen firſt you did begin, 

You had as good a tail-tree 
As oney ither man, 

But now 'tis waxen auld, John, 
And it wriggles to and fro; 

I gie twa geas up for anes gea-down, 

John Anderſon, my jo. 


John Anderſon, my jo, John, 

You may play, whene'er you pleaſe, 
Either in the warm bed, 
Or elſe aboon the cleaſe: 

9 ſhall have horns, John, 


pon your head to grow; 
That is a cukold's malice on 
20-6 John Anderſon, my jo. 


When you come on before, John, 
dec chat you do your beſt ; 
When you begin to ha'd me, 
See that you grip me faſt; | 
See that you grip me faſt, John, 
Until that [ cry Oh! | 
Your back ſhall crack e'er I cry ſlack, 
John Anderſon, my jo. 


Ohl it is a fine thing 
To keek out o'er the dyke, 

But *tis a muckle finer thing 
To ſee the hurdies fyke: 

To ſee the hurdies fyke, John, 
And wriggle't to and fro; 

Tis then I like your chaunter- pipe, 
John Anderſon, my jo, 


I'm backit like a ſalmon, 
I'm breaſted like a ſwan, 
My wame it is adown cod, 

y middle you may ſpon. 
From my top unto my toe, John, 
I'm like the new-faw'n ſnow ; 
And 'tis a' for your conveniency, 

John Anderton, my jo. 


4 
6 V'RY man take his glaſs in his hand, 


And drink a good health to our king; 
Many years may he rule o'er this land; 
May his laurels for ever freſh ſpring. 
Let wrangling and jangling ſtraitway ceaſe 
Let ev'ry man ſtrive for his country's peace; 1 
Neither tory nor whig N 1 
| With their parties look big: 3 
Here's a health to all honeſt men, 


*Tis not owning a whimſical name 

That proves a man loyal and juſt : 
Let him fight for his country's fame; 

_ Be impartialat home, if in truſt. 

*T is this that proves him an honeſt ſoul : 
His health we'll drink in a brim-full bowl, 
Then let's leave off debate, 4 

No confuſion create: 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 
When a company's honeſtly met, 

With intent to be merry and gay, 
Their drooping ſpirits to whet, 

And drown the fatigues of the day, — 
What madneſs is it thus to diſpute, 
When neither fide can his man confute, 

When you've ſaid what you darc, 
You're but juſt where you were, 
Here's a health to all honeſt men. 


'Then agree, ye true Britons, agree, 
And ne'er quarrel about a nick-name z. 
Let your enemies trembling ſee 
That an Engliſhman's always the ſame. 
For our kin, our laws, our church, and right, 
Let's lay by all feuds and ftrait unite ; 
Then who need care a fig 
Who's a tory or whig ? 
Here's a health to all honeſt men, 


SONG: LVIL. 
OBACCO's the weed 
That by all is agred, 
The beſt to drive ſorrow away, 


N 
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It ſoftens our care, 

And aſſuages deſpair, 

And makes us as blyth as the May, 
With a laugh and a joke, 
While we tipple and ſmoke, 

How gaily the time glides along; 
Thus a pipe and a glaſs, 
With a well favor'd laſs, 

Shall from hence be the themes of our ſong, 


Ye ſmokers ſo true | 
That have nothing in view, 
But to make yourſelves happy on carth ; 
Fill your pipes my good fouls, 
And repleniſh your bowls, 
Let each heart glow with friendſhip and mirth; 
Then we'll laugh and we'll joke, &c. 


In mirth and good wine, 
We'll compleat our deſign, 

And enjoy ev'ry moment we can; 
For the grave and the wile, 
Who affect to deſpiſe, 

Bid us all make the moſt of a ſpan. 
Then we'll laugh and we'll joke, &c. 


Come on then my boys, 
Let's drink and rejoice, 

While the fumes of the weed curl around; 
Let us revel and fing, 4 
With a health to the king, 

Who is not for his greatneſs renown'd. 
Then we'll laugh and we'll joke, &c, 


SONG LVIII. 


T*HE ſun had loos'd his weary team, 
And turn'd his ſteeds a-grazing ; 

Ten fathoms deep in Neptune's ſtream 
His Thetis was embracing. 

The ſtars they tripp'd in the firmament, 
Like milk-maids on a May-day, 

Or country laſſes a- mumming ſent, 

Or ſchool boys on a play day. 
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Apace came on the grey-ey'd morn 
i 'The herds 3 + lowin 4 
1 | And, mongſt the poultry in the . 
19 The ploughman's cock ſat crowing: 
| U When Roger, dreaming of golden joys, 
ö Was wak'd by a Mane rout, tir ; 
For Ciſly told him he needs mult rife, 
His Juggy was crying out, ir. 


Not half ſo quickly the cups go round, 
At the tapping a good ale firkin, 
As Roger hoſen ſhoon hae found, 
And button'd his leathern jerkin : ? 
Grey mare was ſaddled with wond'rous ſpeed, 
With pillion on buttocks right, fir, 
And thus he to an old midwife rode, 
To bring the poor kid to light, fir. 


Up up, dear mother, then Roger cries, 

The fruit of my labour's now come; 
In Juggy's belly it ſprawling lies, 

And cannot get out till you come, 

II help it, crics the old hag, ne'er doubt, 
Thy Jug ſhall be well again, boy, 

l' get the urchin as ſafely out, 

As ever it did get in, boy. 


Themare now huſtles with all her feet, 
No whipping or ſpurs were wanting ; 
At laſt into the good houle they get, 
And mew ſoon cry'd the bantling. 
A female chit ſo ſmall was born, 
They put it into a flaggon, 
„ * And muſt be chriſten'd that very morn, 
11h For fear it ſhould die a Pagan. 


Wh} Now Roger ſtruts about the hall, 

| As great as the prince of Conde: 

The midwife cries, her parts are ſmall, 

But they will grow larger one day; 

What though her thighs and legs lie cloſe, 
And little as any ſpider, . 

They will when up to her teens ſhe grows, 
By grace of the Lord, lie wider. 
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And now the merry ſpic'd bowls went round, 
The goſſips were void of ſhame too; 
In butter'd ale:the prieſt half drown'd 
Demands the infant's name too. 
Some call'd it Phill, ſome Florida, 
But Kate was allow'd the beſt hint, 
For ſhe would have it Cunicula, 
Cauſe there was a pretty jeſt in't. 


Thus Cunny of Wincheſter was known, 

And famous in Kent and Dover, 

And highly rated in London town, 

And courted the kingdom over. 
The charms of Cunny, by ſea and land, 
43 Subdues each human creature, 

And will our ſtubborn hearts command, 

Whilſt there is.a man in nature. 


E SN DIX, 
FA MASTER I have, and I am his man, 
: Galloping dreary dun, 

und he'll get a wife as faſt as he can 


1 With a haily, 

3 Gaily, 

3 Gambo raily, 
Giggling, 
Niggling, 


alloping galloway, draggle-tail dreary dun. 
22 ſaddled his ſteed, fo fine and fo gay, 

> Galloping dreary dun: F 
mounted my mule, and we rode away, 

E With our haily, &c, 

Noe canter'd along untill it grew dark, 

Y Galloping dreary dun: 

The nightingale ſung inſtead of the lark, 
With her haily, &c. 


Ve met with a Friar, and aſk'd him the way, 
4 Galloping dreary dun: 
y the Lord, ſays the Friar, you're both aſtray, 


With your haily, &c. | 
Dur journey, I fear, will do us no good, 
Galloping dreary dun; 

Ve wander alone, like the babes i' the wood, 


\nd With our haily, &c. heard 


. | 

T heard a ſhot fir'd, and I'll take a peep, - 
Galloping dreary dun; | | 
But now I think better---1'd better go ſleep, 
With my haily, &c, P 


N 36) 1 
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ET us revel and roar, = 


The whole world is our ſhore 
Nay, the gods ſhall club to our pleaſure 
When we wallow all night, 
In an unknown delight, 
Aurora diſcovers the treaſure. 


Let us never repine, 
Whilſt briſk wenches and wine, 
Makes the brims of our lives run over, 
Leave the how and the what, 
To the politic fot, 
And the when to the fool of a lover. 


Thus we're free from all cares 
Of taxes and wars, 
And know not the name of dull ſorrow: 
Ev'ry purſe is our prey, 
Which we ſpend in the day, 
And we never take care for to-morrow, 


SONG LXI. 


HE jolly bowl does glad my ſoul, 
The flowing liquor cheers my heart 

J revel free from all controul, N 

"Tis this that does improve all art. 
The miſer may be pleas'd with gold, 

The ſporting beau with pretty laſs; 
But Pm beſt pleas'd when I behold 

The nectar ſparkling in the glaſs. 


ON Lx. 
IERE's a health to the laſs with a rolling eye, 


That won't any gentleman twice deny, 
ut on reas'nable terms will ſoon comply, 


And a fig for the coy diſſembling punk. 


' W * 
Wt 


Here' 


N 

lere's a health to the lad that loves a briſk laſs, 
ad ſcorns in his turn to refuſe his glaſs, 
2D: by his {tiff airs ſhew the world he's an aſs, _ 
XZ But will with an honeſt good friend be drunk, 

or, when in his head the wine-1s got, TE 
No emperor can be fo great as he; 
is the dunce that won't drink ſhall be counted a ſot, 
And we'll ne'er think him fit for good company, 
ben up to the brim each fill his glaſs, art 
And drink to the healths that I nam'd before: 
Mor the prig that loves not both his bottle and laſs, 
May he die in a ditch a vile ſon of a whore, 


SONG LXIII. 
A LL you that have puzzled your brains 
Concerning the ſtate of the nation, 
ewarded ſhall be for your pains, 
Your trouble, your care, and vexation ; 
eve found the Philoſopher's ſtone, 
Without the help of chymiſtry, 
nd your braſs may ke turn'd into gold, 
By the e change of the miniſtry, 
hy damme, cries ſcavenger Jack, 
As he toſt oft his jorum of diddle, 
f Max you may all have your whack, 
So he dropt down a whin to the fiddle; 
will be vended for ninepence a quart, 
XZ Sam Houſe put me up to the thing, 
And the porter for thrums to a pot, 
ZZ >o here's a good health to the king. 
peace with the Dutch we won't make, 
For America now is our own, 5 
France and Spain will begin for to quake, 
We'll declare war as ſure as a gun! 
hen we'll take all their forts and their towns, 
But how the duce is it to be? | 
hy the ſhips will drop down from the clouds, 
And the men will riſe out of the ſea. 
ries Paddy, I'm glad of this day, 
Proviſions muſt now have a fall, 
butter, milk, ſure for fetching away, 
oro And potatoes for ns e all ; 
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The Scotch now may mumble a eru | C 
Arrah Sawney why canna you ken, 3 

From his hole ture the Badger is thruſt, 
Anda Fox is crept into his den. 


Old Ropner is now coming home, 

For fighting is ſurely a crime, 
It prov'd very clearly by ſome 

He may learn to know better next time ; 
For whenever you ſee a lee ſhore, 

Tho' your enemy's full in your face, 
Don't fight, and you may be a lord, * 

If you do, you'll come home in diſgrace. 2 

W hat glorious times will theſe be, 1 

With plenty of joy and delight, 
Each day new pleaſures we'll ſec, 

With our friends keep it up ey'ry night : 
Each miniſter making his brags, 

And my nameſake have nothing to do, 
Unleſs that we all will turn tags, 

And be hunted from Windſor to Kew. 


N L. 
ELIGION's a politic law, 
Devis'd by the prigs of the ſchools, 

'To keep the dull rabble in awe, 

And amuſe poor ignorant fools, 
And therefore in every pariſh 

Is a pimp that is called a parſon, 
Equipp'd with a band and a gown, 

And a cuſhion to ſet his fat a--- os, 


And he, for good victuals and bub, 
Will cant out his nonſenſe aloud ; 
He'll tell you a tale of a tub | 
To miſlead the illiterate crowd. 
And, when that the text he has taken, 
T? unriddle ſome myſtical. writings, 
He'll prove beans and peaſe to be bacon, 
And ſlippery eels to be whitiags, 


The apple, that moſt ancient fib, 
He vouches it all to be true; 
That Eve, too, was made of a rib: 
Pray, gentlemen, hat may think you! 
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That Cain, in the land of old Nod, . 
When the :blockhead was left all alone, 
Without help from man or from God, 
Built a-city much larger than Rome. 


That a quarrelſome ſon of a whore 
Slew a thouſand men with a jaw bone; 
And then, fir, to vex them the more, 
Run away with the gates of the town. 
T hat foxes were ty'd by the tails .; 
That Samſon's ſtrength lay in his hair; 
That windmills turn'd round without fails; 
And that caſtles were built in the air, 


Dan Solomon, nicknam'd the wiſe, 
Built a temple, none like it before him; 
Yet he found 'twixt his concubines thighs 
The beſt way to his ſauctum ſanctorum. 
And David, that man of God's heart, 
Who had great Goliah o'ercome, 
Caus'd Uriah to die by a datt, Es 
When he'd ſeen pretty Bathſheba's bum, 


I laugh at the Pope's queer advice, — 
Bulls, pardons, and militant plight,— 
yrrh, incenſe, and nonſenſe, and ſpice,— 
About which numpſcults quarrel and fight. 

I pity the flogging old ſhaver, > 
W ho thinks he can miracles ſhew, 

To make fleſh and blood of a wafer, 

The baker has juſt made of dough, 


But a parſon for plunder will cant, 
And turn up the white of his eyes, 
And, rather than Dagon ſhould want, 

Will tell you ten thouſand damn'd lies. 
Away with ſuch whimly and frolic; 
We'll neither believe nor be damn'd, 

We'll laugh at their lies apoſtolic, Find 

By which the weak world have been flamm'd. 

Let Huddleſtone fumble his beads, 
Or ogle a madam at maſs; 


Let Stillingfleet prove what he reads, 
Or his ſophiſtry never will paſs ; 
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We're not to be frighten'd at all, 
Or out of our ſentiments aden f 
For, as well as St. Peter and. Paul, 
Good jokers will all go to —— 


SONG LXV. 
HE ſilver moon that ſhines ſo bright, 
| I ſwear with reaſon is my teacher, | 
And if my minute glaſs runs right, | 
We've time to drink another pitcher. 
Its not yet day, its not yet day, | 
Then why ſhould we Forfake good liquor ; 
Until the ſun beams round us play - - 
Let's jocund puſh about the pitcher. 


They ſay that I muſt work all day, 
And fleep at night to grow much richer, 
But what is all the world can ſay, — 
Compar'd with mirth, my nan and pitche = 
It's not yet day, xe. Eb 
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Thoꝰ one may boaſt a handſome wife, 
Yet ftrange vagaries may bewitch her; 
Unvex'd I live a chearful life, 
And boldly call for tother pitcher. 
Its not yet day, Re. 


I dearly. love a hearty man; 
No ſneaking milk- ſop Jemmy Twitcher ; ; 
Who loves alaſs, and loves a can, 
And boldly calls for t'other FROM. - 
Its not yet day, S 


SONG LXVI. 


W HAT is't to us who 8 the ſtate? 

Who's out of fayour, or Who! 8 rear 
Who are the miniſters or ſpies? 

Who votes for places, or who buys? . 


The world will till, be rul'd by ded 
And fools contending to be laue 
Small things, my friend, ſerve to ſupport 
Life, troubleſome at belt, and ſhort, 
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Our youth runs back, occaſion flies, 

X Grey hairs come on, and pleaſure dies; 
Who would the preſent bleſſing loſe 
For empire which he cannot ule *! 


Kind providence has us ſupply'd, 
With what to others is deny'd; 
Virtue, which teaches to condemn 
And ſcorn ill actions and ill men. 


Beneath this lime-tree's fragrant ſhade, 
On beds of flow'rs ſupinely laid, 
Let's, then, all other cares remove, 
And drink and ſing to thole we love. 


SONG LXVIL 


Ce and peeviſh is the weather, 
4 I hope this night will do no harm; 
Says Dick'to Nell, we'll lie together, 
All for to keep each other warm. 
Then we'll roll in ſweet delight: 
I'll turn to my love and kils her too, 
We'll huddle, cuddle, all the night, 
And do as father and mother do-. | 
With my flim flam, ſhall | come to you, love, 
Linky, lanky, there, O there; 
Twinkum twankum, fal lal lal de ral, 
La ha ha, but I love you dear. 
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Nell replies, I'll marry no man, 
For l have often heard it ſaid, 
Men have things to poiſon women; 

Of poiſoning I'm ſore afraid 
Elſe might we roll in ſweet delight ; 
l'd turn to my love and kits him too; 
Would huddle, cuddle, all the night, 

And do as father and mother do. 
With my flim fam, &e. 


Many perſuaſions Richard us'd, 
But all his art was ſtill in vain: 

Till he conſented to be marry'd ' 
Not one poor kils could he obtain: 
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Elſe he might roll in ſweet delight ; 
And turn to his love, and kiſs her too; 
Might huddle, cuddle, all the night, 
And do as father and mother do. 
With my flim flam, &c. | 


The morning after they were marry'd, _ 
Of pois'ning ſhe's no more atraid ; 
Dick and Nelly were link'd together, 
And Dick he got her maid<nhead : 
Then they roll in ſweet delight; A 
She'l] turn to her love, and kiſs him too, 


They huddle, cuddle, all the night, - +» 9 Tt 
And do as father and mother do. =. 
With my flim flam, &c. : it 
SONG LXVIII. = 
A you mean to ſet ſail. for the land of delight, =T 


And in wedlock's ſoft hammock to twing ev'r; | 

, EIS ; S379 8 

If you hope that your voyage ſueceſsful ſhou'd prove, , 
Fill your fails with affection, your cabin with love, +: 


Let your heart, like the main- maſt, be ever upright, | 

And the Union you boaſt, like our tackle be tight; 8 
Of the ſhoals of indiff*rence be ſure to keep clear, 4 

And the quickſands of jealouſy never come near. 1. 


If vapours and whims like ſea ſickneſs prevail, | 
We muſt ſpread all our canvaſs and catch the freſh.gale; 
But if ola the wind blows, and there comes a rough | 

ea, | . GET Oy. a cop 2 
Then lower your top- ſails and ſcud under lee, 


If huſbands e' er hope to live peaceable lives, | 
They muſt reckon themſelves, give the helm to. their 

wives; ; uae, V : 
For the evener we go, boys, the better we ſail, . _.. 
And on ſhip board the helm is {till rul'd by the tail. 


Fhen liſten to Capſtern, my boy”, and be wiſe ; 
E my precepts you ſcorn, and my maxims deſpiſe, . 
A brace of proud. antlers your brows may. adorn, 
And a hundred to one byt you double Cape a 
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| SONG LXIX. 

BOAYS Plato, why ſhould man be vain ? 

0 Since bounteous heav'n has made him great, 
Why looketh he with inſolent diſdain 

On thoſe undeck'd with wealth and ſtate ? 

an ſplendid robes, or beds of down, 

Or coſtly gems that deck the fair; 

Can all the glories of a crown, 

Give health, or eaſe the brow. of caro? 


The ſcepter'd king, the burthen'd ffave, 
The humble, and the haughty, die; 

The rich, the poor, the baſe, the brave, 

In duſt, without diſtinction, lie! 

Go, fearch the tombs where monarchs reſt, 

Who once the greateſt titles bore ;- 

The wealth and glory they poſſeſt, 

And all their henours,- are no more. 
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So glides the meteor through the ſky, 
And - ſpreads along a gilded train; 

When ſhot—'tis gonc, its beauties die, 
Difloly'd to common air-again, 

So *tis with us, my jovial ſouls ;—— 
Let friendſhip reign while here we ſtay ;- 

Let's. crown our joys with flowing bowls———- 
When Jove us calls we muſt away 


| Þ Tom, this brown jug, that now foams with 
mild ale, | 

(In which I will drink to ſweet Nan of the vale,) 
Was once Toby Philpot, a thirſty old ſoul 

As &er drank a bottle or fathom'd a bowl. 

In boozing about, *twas his praiſe to excel, 

And among jolly topers he bore off the bell. 


It chanc'd, as in dog-days he fat at his caſe, 


In his flow'r-woven arbour, as pay as you pleaſe, | f 
With a friend and a pipe puffing ſorrow away, 
And with honeſt old ſtingo was ſoaking his clay, e os 
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A potter found out in its covert ſo ſnug, 


In the regions below of the helliſh abuſe 


„ 
His breath doors of life on a ſudden were ſliut, 
And he dy'd full as big as a Dorcheſter butt. 


His body, when long in the ground it had lain, 
And time into clay had reſolv'd it again, 


And with part of fat Toby he form'd this brown jug, 
Now ſacred to friendſhip, to mirth, and mild ale: 
So here's to my lovely ſweet Nan of the vale. 


S O N & EXXI. 
OUNG Orpheus tickled his harp ſo well, 

He gain'd fair Eurydice out of hell, 
With a twinkum twankum twang _ 
Put, had the been honeſt as ſhe was ſair, 
was much to be wonder'd the ever came there, 
For her twinkum twankum twang. 
But *tis to be fear'd ſhe prov'd a (cold, 
And therefore the devil had got her in hold; 


But for fear ſhe ſhould poiſon all hell with her tongue, E 


"The devil releas'd her for an old ſong, 


* 


Which was twinkum twankum twinkum twankum, 1 


twankum twang. 


But as earth Pluto fear'd might be turn'd into hell, 
And her diſcord might all the world's harmony quell; 
Her twinkum twankum tongue; 
And » Proſerpine thought Th 

uſe 


Of her twinkum twankum tongue; 

Yet, as there were fears ſhe might hell dethrone, 
Therefore all the devils thought better alone 

She ſhould govern the hotteſt, damn'd hole in the lake, 
To awe the old maids and make batchelors quake, 


With her twinkum twankum, ranting, canting, roar- 


ing ranting, tongue. 


s ON G ILXXII. 


W HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 


Which men are forbidden to ſee, 
He tun'd, up his lyre, as old hiſtories ſhew,. 
Joo ſet his Eurydice free. 
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All hell was aſtoniſh'd a perſon fo wiſe 
Should raſhly endanger his life, 
And venture ſo far; but how vaſt their ſurprize, 
When they heard that he came for his wife 


To find out a puniſnment due to the fault 
Old Pluto long puzzled his brain; | 
But hell had not torments ſufficient he thought, 
So he-gave him his wife back again. 
But pity, ſucceeding, ſoon vanquiſh'd his heart; 
And pleas'd with his playing ſo well, 
He took her again in reward of his art, 
Such power has muſic in hell. 


+SONG LXXIII. 
X 7 HAT rout has there been, and a ſad conſternation, 
About the ſtate jockies that jocky the nation, 
The inns and the outs, ups and downs, are mere races, 
Who all jocky like, whip to get the beſt places; 
And he that's thrown out in the fall does harangue fir, 
And ſays all before him deſerves to be hang'd fir, 


'The hindmoſt condemns what the foremoſt is doing, 
And ſays that wrong meaſures are dajly purſuing, 
But *tis twenty to, one was he in the fame place, fir, 


With him that complains *twould' be juſt the ſame caſe 


ſir, 


For' tis nothing but gambling, and thoſe that remark it, 
Will find as much jocky ing at Court as Newmarket, 


When the Scots into England thro” Wales got ad miſſion, 


And G----'s great gifts were beſtow'd on North-Briton, 
The whigs were with envy and jealouſy ſwelling, 
To ſee thoſe careſs'd who before were rebelling, 

*T was that provok'd Wilkes to that ſore aggravation, 
For which he was jockey'd quite out of the nation. 


There is not,a ſtateſman among the whole band fir, 
But will tell you he acts for. the good of the land fir, 

Yet its plain to be ſeen that theſe patriot-pretenders, 
Who boaft themſelves Engliſhmen's glorious defenders, 
Do talk, and talk only, but faith the main plan fir, 

Is to put in their pockets, as much as they can ſir, 


In theſe famous guardians our truſt we're repoſing, 
Who tell us fine ſtories bbs they are choſen, 
ET * 
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They fawn on the fooliſh, and gull. the unthinking,. 
And come on the blind ſide of thoſe who love drinking, 


And when they have purchas'd us, this is the caſe ſir, 


They ſell us again for a.ſeven years leaſe ſir. 


Theſe, theſe are the maxims our rulers are prone to, 
W hich honeſt men would be aſham'd fir, to own to, 
Nay, even ſome biſhops have lean'd to theſe notions, 


And barter'd the bible for worldly promotions, 


Self- intereſt is all—ſo a fig for the din fir, 


What boots it to us, who's out or who's in fir, 


SONG LXXIV. 
ASE you.grown ſo melancholy, 


That you think on nought but folly ? 


Are you ſad ? 
Are you mad? 
Are you worſe ?. 
Do you think 
Want of-chink. 
Is a curſe ? 
Do you with for to have 
3 life, or. a grave? 
Thus would I. cure you. IM 
Firſt, I would have a bag of gold. 
That ſhould ten thouſand pieces hold; 
In thy hat- 
Would I pour, 
For to ſpend 
On thy friend 
Or thy whore; 
For to caſt away at dice, 
Or to ſhift you of your lice: 
Thus would ] cure you. 
Next; I would*haye a ſoft bed made, 
Wherein a virgin ſhould be laid, 
oh -'T bat would play, 
+ Any way. 
You'd deviſe; - | 
. That would ſtick; 
Like a tick 
To your thighs; , 
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That would bill like a dove, 
Lie beneath or above: 
Thus would J cure you. 


Next, that ſame bowl, where Jove divine 
Drank Nectar in, I'd fill with wine: 
In this cauſe 
Without pauſe, 
4 You ſhould laugh ; 
= Like a Greek, 
1 — You ſhould ſeek 
2 Still to quaff 
To Ceres and to Venus, 
A To Bacchus and Silenus : 
4 Thus would I cure you. 
3 Laſt of all, there ſhould appear 
4 Sev'n eunuchs, ſphere-like ſinging here, 
In the praiſe Te 
J Of thoſe ways "FM 
3 Of delight 
Venus can. 
Uſe with man' 
In the night, 
When he ſtrives to adorn 
* Vulcan's head with a horn: 
Thus would I cure you. 


But, if not gold nor woman can, 
Nor wine, nor ſongs, make merry, then 
et the bat 
Be thy mate, 
And the owl; 
Let a pain 
In thy brain 
Make thee howl; 
Let the pox be thy friend, 
And the plague be thy end: 
Thus would Lcure you. 
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Who ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
ghted in wine that was good, 
Becauſe that in wine there was truth ;. . 


Eo 
by 3 


1 


„„ 
They fawn on the fooliſh, and gull the unthinking, 
And come on the blind ſide of thoſe who love drinking, 
And when they have purchas'd us, this is the caſe fir, 
They ſell us again for a ſeven years leaſe fir. 


Theſe, theſe are the maxims our rulers are prone to, 
Which honeſt men would be aſham'd fir, to own to, 
Nay, even ſome biſhops have lean'd to theſe notions, 
And barter'd the bible for worldly promotions, 
Self-tintereft is allo a hg for the din fir, 

What boots it to us, who's out or who's in fir, 


SONG LXXIV. 


RF, you grown ſo melancholy, 

That you think on nougſt but folly ? _ 
Are you ſad ? ; | 

Are you mad ? 

Are you worle ? 3 

Do you think. 

Want of chiuk. 


Is a curſe ? 


Do you wiſh for to have 4 

Longer life, ora grave? 9 
Thus would I cure you, NF 
Firſt, I would have a bag of gold, F 
That ſhould ten thouſand pieces hold; 2 
And all that E 

In thy hat 3 
Would U pour, © 

For to ſpend 5 

On thy friend | 3 

Or thy whore; 2 

For to caſt away at dire, 3 
Or to ſhift you of Your hice : Cc 
Thus would I cure you, 3 

Next, I would Rave a ſoft bed made, 


Whercin a virgin fhould de laid, 
T dat would play 
Any way. | 
You'd deviſe; 
That would ſticks 
Like a tick 
To pour thighs ;. 
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That would bill like a dove, 
Lie beneath or above: 
Thus would J cure you. 
Next, that ſame bowl, where Jove divine 
Drank Nectar in, I'd fill with wine: 
In this cauſe 
Without pauſe, 


4 You ſhould laugh; 
4 Like a Greek, 

1 You ſhould ſeek 
'Y Still to quaff 


To Ceres and to Venus, 
To Bacchus and Silenus : 
Thus would I cure you, 


3 Laſt of all, there ſhould appear 
3 Sev'n cunuchs, ſphere-like ſinging here, 
Y In the praiſe 


© | 5 Of thoſe ways oh. at 
=_ Of delight 

# Venus can. 

2 _ Uſe with man 

3 In the night, 

3 When he ſtrives to adorn 

2 Vulcan's head with a horn : 

Y Thus would I cure you. 

J But, if not gold nor woman can, 

3 Nor wine, nor ſongs, make merry, then 

1 Let che bat 

3 Be thy mate, . 

2 And the owl ; 

3 Let a pain 

_ - In thy brain | 

3 Make thee how! ; ; 
3 Let the pox be thy friend, 


And the plague be thy end! 
Thus would L cure you. 


SON G: LXXV. 


Dan ſurly and proud, 
3 W ho ſnarl'd at the Macedon youth, 
3 Delighted in wine that was good, 

4 Becauſe that in wine there was truth; 


* 


But, 


i 

„ 
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But, growing as poor as a Job, 
And unable to purchaſe a flaſk, 
He choſe for his manſion a tub, 

And liv'd by the ſcent of the caſk. 


Heraclitus would never deny 
A bumper to. cheriſh his heart; 
And when he was maudlin, would cry, 
Becauſe he had empty'd his quart : 
Though ſome were fo fooliſh to think 
He wept at men's folly and vice, 
When 'twas only N e to drink. 
Till the liquor ran out at his eyes. 


Democritus always was glad 
To. tipple and cheriſh his ſoul; | 
Would laugh like a man that was mad, 
W hen over a full flowing bowl: 
While his cellar with wine was well {tor't : 
His liquor he'd merrily quaff; 
And when he was drunk as a lard, 
At thoſe that were ſober he'd laugh. 


Copernicus too, like the reſt, 
Believ'd there was wiſdom in wine; . 
And knew that a cup of the beſt 
Made reaſon the brighter to ſhine : 
With wine he zepleniire his veins, 
And made his philoſophy reel; 
Then fancy'd the world, as his brains, 
Turn'd round like a chariot wheel. 


Ariſtotle, that maſter of arts, 
Had been but a dunce without wine; 
For what we aſcribe to his parts, | 
Is due to the juice of the vine: 
His belly, ſome authors agree, 
Was as big as a watering-trough ; 
He therefore leap'd into the ſea, 
Recauſe he'd have liquor enough. 


When Pyrrho had taken a glaſs, 
He ſaw that no object appear'd 
Exactly the ſame as it was a 
Before he had liquor d his beard; 


— 


For things running round in his drink, 
Which ſober, he motionleſs found, 


Occaſion'd the ſceptic to think 
There was nothing of truth to be found, 


Old Plato was reckon'd divine 
Who wiſely to virtue was prone ; . 
But had it not been for good wine, 1. 
His merits had never been known: 
By wine we are generous made.; 
It furniſhes fancy with wings; 
Without it we ne'er ſhould have had 
. Philoſophers, poets, or kings, 


| S. ON G LXXVI. 
HERE was a bonny blade, had marry'd a count: y 


maid, 
And ſafely conducted her home, home, home, : 
She was neat in every part ; ſhe pleas'd.to the heart, 
But ah ! alas ! ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb, 


She was bright as the day, and as briſk as the. WE f 
And 1 _ and as plump as à plumb, plumb; 
um 
But ſtill the ally ſwain, could do nothin bir complain, 
Becauſe that his wife ſhe was dumb, umb, dumb. 


She could brew. and ſhe could bake, ſhe could ſew and 


ſhe.could make. .. 


11 


She could ſweep clean his houſe, with A broom, 


1 | broom, broom... 

3 5he cold waſh and ſhe could wing, or 4 any kind of 
2 thing | 

But ah | alas | ſhe was dumb, dumb, dumb. 


To the doctor then he went for to give Bümtelf content, 


And to cure his wife of the mum, mum, mum: 
Oh ! 'tis the eaſieſt part that belongs unto my art, 


To make a woman, ſpeak that is dumb, dumb, dumb. 


Then F doctor he, did bing, andqhe Fu her chattering 
= rin ; 3 he 
And at liberty ſet her tongue, tongue, tongue, — 


Oh her 1 began to walk, which. made her loud to | 


- talk 
As tho die bad level been dumb, damb, dumb. 


Her 
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66 ) 1 
Her faculty he tries, and ſhe fill'd the houſe withnoifg 
And ſhe rattled in his ears like a drum, drum, drum, 
She bred a deal of ſtrife, made him weary of his life, 
He'd give any kind of thing ſhe were dumb, dumb, 
dumb, h 5 
To the doctor then he goes, and thus he vents his woes, 
Oh doctor tis all a hum, hum, hum: — 
For my wife is turn'd a ſcold, and her tongue ſhe will, 
not hold, : | g 1 
I'd give any kind of thing ſhe- were dumb, dumb, 
When I did undertake to make thy wife to ſpeak, 
It was a thing eaſily done, done, done; 4 
But*tis paſt the art of man, let him do whate'er he can, 
To make a ſcolding wife hold her tongue, tongue, 


tongue. "IF > 
S O:N G LXXVI. I 
SOME let's mind our drinking, _ 
A Away with this thinking, A 
It ne'er-that I heard of, did any one good, 
© "Prevents not diſaſter, | 
it on the faſter, 


But brings | 
Miſchance is by mirth and by courage withſtood, 


He ne'er can. recover, 
'The day that is over, 
The preſent is with us, and threatens no ill, 
He's a fool that will ſorrow, 
For the thing calPd to-morrow, 
The hour we've in hand we may weild as we will. 


There's nothing but Bacchus, 
Right merry can make us, 4 
That virtue peculiar is to the vine, | 3 
It fires ev'ry creature, * 
With wit and good nature, 5 E 
Whoſe thoughts can be dark when their noſes do ſhine, 
ET us drink and be merry, dance, joke, and rejaice, A 
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With claret and ſherry, the orbo and voice; 
he changeable world to our joy is unjuſt; 


All treaſuce's uncertain, then down with your duſt ;. 


: In. 
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"2 : 6. 64; N 
rn frolics diſpoſe your pounds, ſhillings, . and pence;. 
For we ſhall be nothing a hundred years hence. 


we'll kiſs and be free with Möll, Betty, and Nelly; 
3 Have oyſters and lobſters; and maids by the belly; 
Piſhdinners will make a laſs ſpring like a flea ; 
Z'Tis ſaid that love's goddeſs was born of the ſea : 
With Bacchus and Venus we'll tickle the ſenſe, 
For we ſhall be paſt it a hundred years hence. 


Vour moſt beautiful bit, that hath all eyes upon her, 
That her honeſty ſells for a hogo of honour ; 

L hae”. ons and brightneſs do ſhine in ſuch ſplen- 
=_ . dor, 1 : 
That none but the ſtars are thought fit to attend her: 
Though now ſhe be pleaſant. and ſweet to the ſenſe,. 
Will be damnably mouldy a hundted years hence, 


The uſurer that in the hundred takes twenty, 
Who wants in his wealth, and pines in his plenty, 
Lays up for a ſeaſon which he ſhall ne'er ſee, 

FT he year one thouſand eight hundred and three: 
His wit and his wealth, his learning and ſenſe, - 
Shall be all turn'd to nothing a hundred years hence. 
Tour chancery lawyer, who-ſubtilly thrives. _ 

ln ſpinning our ſuits. to the length of three lives, 
Such ſuits which the clients do wear out in ſlavery, 
Whilſt pleader makes conſcienee a cloak for his knavery) 
May boaſt of ſubtilty i'ch' preſent tenſe, 

But non e/t inventus a hundred years hence. 


-_ = 


4 ; | 
Then wherefore turmoil we in cares and in fears, 
And turn all our tranſports to fighing and tears? 
Pet's eat, drink, and play, till the worms do corrupt 
US; | 2A * 
is certain pot mortem nullu voluptas: : 
Let's deal with our damſels, that we may from thence 
Have broods to ſucceed us a hundred years hence. 


8 $ONG LXXIX, 


| HEN Orpheus went down to the regions below, 
*| To bring back the wife that he lov'd, 


Old Pluto confounded as hiſtories ſhew, 
Lo find that his muſic. ſo mov d: 


„ 
"That a woman fo good, ſo virtuous, and fair,” 
Should be by a man thus trapann'd, - 


To give up her freedom for ſorrow and care, 
He own'd ſhe deſerv'd to be damn d. 


| For puniſhment he never ſtudy'd a whit, N 
T he torments of hell. had not pain 1 

Sufficient to curſe het; ſo Pluto Wer gbr ft t = ; 
Her huſband ſhould have her ä 


But ſoon he compaſſion'd the woman? 8 hard fate, 
And knowing of mankind ſo well, | 
He recall'd her again, before *twas to0 «p41 


And laid, the'd be happier in hell. 


i IXxX. 1 
HERE was an old man; and, nar tis not Mi 
common, £ 

Yet, if he ſaid true, he was born of a woman; 

| And though” tis incredible, yet I've been told, 

: He was once a mere infant, but age made him « old. 

| 

| 
| 


| Whene'er he was hungry: he long'd for ſome meat, 
And if he could get it twas ſaid he would eat ; 
When thirſty, he'd drink, if you'd give him a pot, 


And the liquor moſt commonly ran down his throat. 


He ſeldom or ever could ſee without light, , | 
And yet I've been told he could hear in the nien "Hy. 
if He has oft been awake in the day- time, tis laid, 

| And has fall” n faſt aſlcep as he lay on his bed. 


3 reported his tongue al Ways. moved when beralk's, | : 
| | Ange fhrr?d both his arms and his legs, when he walk G - 
| | nd his gait was ſo odd, had you ſcen him 0 burt 
1 For one leg or t'other would always be firſt. : 
| His face was the oddeſt that ever was ſeen, 

For if twere not waſh'd it was ſeldom quite clean; 

He ſhew'd moſt his teeth when he happen'd to grin, 
© And his mouth Rood RS ec noſe and his chin 


| 
| 


| 1 He; was any, d, poor 80 A vile was a woman ( 
And, unleſs by that liar, Miſs Fame, we're beguil' 95 
= We. may roundly affirm he was never with child. 


4 


Tz 0 
Et laſt he fell ſick, as old chronicles tell, 

And then, as folks ſaid, he was not very well; 

But, what is more ſtrange, in ſo weak a condition, 
As he could not give fees, he could get no phyſician, 
What pity he dy'd!* yet 'tis ſaid that his death 
Was occalion'd-at-laſt for the want of his breath... 
But peace to his bones, which in aſhes now moulder ; 

lad he liv'd a day longer he'd been a day older. 


S. ONG LXXXL. 
TE that will not merry merry be 
VN With a generous bowl and a toaſt, 
May he in Bridewell be ſhut up, 
And faſt bound to a,polt. 


Let him be merry, merry. there, 
And we'll be merry, merry here: 

For who can know where we ſhall go 
To be merry another year ? 


He that will not merry, merry be, 
And take his glaſs in courſe, _ 
May he be oblig'd to drink ſmall beer, 

With ne'er a penny in his purſe. 


He that will not merry, merry be, 

With a comp'ny of jolly boys, 

May he be plagu'd with a ſcolding wife, 
To confound him with her noiſe. 


1 


He that will not merry, merry be, 


With his miſtreſs in his bed, NY 
Let him be bury'd in the church-yard, 
And me put in his ſtead. 16 


1 SONG LXXXII. 
W HAT Cato adviſes moſt certainly wiſe is, 
Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 
To mingle ſweet pleaſure with fearch after treaſure, 
Indulging at night for the toils of the day ; 
And, while the dull miſer eſteems himſelf wiſer, _ 
His bags will decreaſe, while his health does decay;- 
Our ſouls weenlighten, our fancies we brighten, 
And paſs. the long ev'ning in pleaſures away. 


— ”m 
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All cheerful and hearty, we ſet aſide party, 

With ſome tender fair each bright bumper is crown'd; 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
| While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd ; 
| See here's our phyſician, we know no ambition, 
| But wherethere's good wineand good company found; 
| 'Thus happy together, in ſpite of all weather, 
| — if ſanthine and ſummer with us the year round, 


SONG LXXXIII. 


[ 7 HEN Jove was reſolv'd to create the round earth, 
| He ſubpœnaed the virtues divine; 
| - Young Bacchus he ſat precedentum of mirth, 

And the toaſt was wit, women, and wine. 

| 


The ſentiments tickl'd the ear of each god, 
Apollo he wink'd to the Nine ; 
And Venus gave Mars too a fly wanton nod, 
When ſhe drank to wit, women, and wine. 


Old Jove ſhook his ſides, and the cup put around, 
While Juno for once look'd divine: 
Theſe bleſſings, ſays he, ſhall on earth now abound, 
And the toaſt is, wit, women, and wine. 8 
Theſe are joys worthy gods, which to mortals are giv'n, 
Says Momus, who will not repine ? Is 
For what's worth our notice pray tell me in heav'n, 
If men, have wit, women, and wine. 


This joke you'll repent, I'Il lay fifty to ſeven, 
Such attractions no power can decline, 

Old Jove, by yourſelf you'll ſoon keep houſe in heav'n, 
For we'll follow, wit, women, and wine.. 


Thou'rt right, ſays old Jove, let us hence to the earth, 
Men and gods think variety fine; 

W ho'd ſtay in the clouds, wh good nature and mirth, 
Are below with wit, women, and wine. 


SONG LXXXIV. 
2 WAs in the land of cyder, | 
At a place call'd Brampton-Bryon,. 
duch a prank was play'd, | 
—  ?*Twixta man and a maid, 


As all the ſaints cry.he on. 


a” 


N } 


For gentle John and Suſan 
Were oft at recreation. 

To tell the truth, 

This vig'rous youth 
Caus'd a dreadful conflagration. 


Both morning, noon, and night, ſir, 
BriſE John was at her crupper; 
He got in her geers 
Five times before pray'rs, 
And fix times after ſupper. 


1 being well provided, 
o cloſely did ſolace her, 

That Suſan's waiſt, - 

So ſlackly lac'd, | 
Shew'd ſigns of babe of grace, ſir, 


But, when the knight perceived 
That Suſan had been ſinning, 
And that this laſs, | 
For want of grace, L 
Lov'd kifling more than fpinning, 


To cleanſe the houſe from ſcandal 
And filthy fornication, 

Of all ſuch crimes 

To ſhew the times 
His utter deteſtation, 


He took both bed and bolſter, 
. Nay, blankets, ſheets, and pillows, 
With Johnny's frock 
And Suſan's ſmock, 
And burnt 'em in the kiln-houſe ; 
And ev'ry vile utenſil 1 
On which they had been wicked, 
As chairs, joint-ſtools, 
Old trunks, cloſe- ſtools, 
And eke the three - legg'd cricket. 
But, had each thing defiled 
Been burnt at Brampton-Bryon, 
We all muſt grant, 
The knight would want 
Himſelf a bed to lie on. 


* 
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SONG XXV 
HAT is there in this fooliſh life, 
For which we vainly hope, 
That mortal wights can call their .] n? 


"Riches are on a ſudden flown, 
And cv'n our wives elope, 


We cannot find that ſought- for ſtone, 
Nor yet life's grand elixir ; 
Beauty is frail ; and, as for fame, 
She's grown ſo llippery a dame, 
No ſoul on earth can fix her. 


- 


8 h is unwilling long to ſay, 
And quacks themſelves grow fick : 
end. but ſmall diſtinctions make; 
What odds, when footmen drink and rake, 
And nobles run a tick? 


Some tell you, wiſe and virtuous Guls: 
Have-th* only certain good; 

But, ſpite of phiteſdphic rules, | 

Old age and crofles make us fools, AR 
Temptations make us ws. OE 2 


Nay, when thou 2 the bluſhing wine | 
Red ſparkling in thy hand, f 
Thou'lt think, at leaf, this liquor? 8 mine, 
Though all the envious powers combine, 
Let this J dare command. i bet 


4)! 


But ah | a Kola things fall out "2 N 
Betwixt the lip and cup; (NS LH 

With caution put the glaſs about, 95 8 

The coming oY hangs ſtill in Wet 
Till you have runk It up. TT. 


But when, delicious throug the Pour 
We feel the ſtream run down, 
We've found the mighty thing we ſought; 
That's ours indeed; that that dear W 8 
We juſtly call our own. | 
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Ss ONG LXXXVI. 
'TERE's to the maiden of baſhful fiftcen., 
Likewiſe to the widow of fifty. ;. 


Here's to the bold and extravagant quean, 


And here's to the houſewife that's thritty, 
Let the toaſt pals, * 49h 
Drink to the laſs, | 
I warrant ſhe'll prove an excuſe for the glaſs. 


Here's to the maiden whoſe dimples we prize, ; 

And likewiſe to her that has none, fir : | 415 

Here's to the maid with a pair of blue eyes, 4; 

And here's to her that's but one, fir. F 
Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


Here's to the maid with a boſom of ſnow, 


And to her that's as brown as a berry ; 


And here's to the wife with a face full of woe, 


And here's to the girl that is merry. 
«Let the toaſt paſs, &c, = 
Let her be clumſy, or let her be ſlim, 
Young, or ancient, I care not a feather ; 
So fill the pint bumper quite up to the brim, 
And e'en let us toaſt them together, 


Let the toaſt paſs, &c. 


SONG LXXXVII. 3 

"AIR Roſalind in wocful wiſe - | E | 

T Six hearts has bound in thrall ; 
As yet ſhe undetermin's lies, 

Which ſhe her ſpouſe ſhall call. 


Wi retched, and only wretched, he, 
To whom that lot ſhall fall; 
For, if her heart aright I ſee, 
She means to pleaſe them all. 


sONG LXXXVII. 
WHY art thou dreſt, my Jovely. maid, 


In 5 and gems, and rich brocade, 
When gold, and gems, and rich brocade, 


Conccal thy charms, my lovely maid? 


Why 


„ 
Why ſpend'ſt thou all this time and care, 
To form thy ſhape, to fold thy hair ! 
Thy ſhape unbrac'd, thy flowing hair, 
More beauteous are without thy care, 


Would'ſt thou indeed be finely dreſt, 

Put by this robe which hides thy breaſt ; 
Unbind thy hair, and bare thy breaſt, 

'T hou art, my charmer, finely dreſt 


Remove theſe veſtments all away, 

W hich like dark clouds obſcure the day ; 
Oh |! let them not obſcure the day | 
Remove them all, my fair away | 


Then, ſhining forth adorn'd with charms, 
Ah! let me fold thee in my arms! 
T ranſported fold thee in my arms, 
And gaze and wonder at thy charms ! 
SONG LXXXIX. 
7 HENCE comes it, neighbour Dick, 
That you with youth uncommon, 
Have ſerv'd the girls this trick, 
And wedded an old woman ? 
Happy Dick! f 
Each belle condemns the choice 
Of a youth ſo gay and ſprightly; 
But we, your friends, rejoice, 
That you have judg'd ſo rightly : 
Happy Dick! 
Though odd to ſome it ſounds, 
That on threeſcore you ventur'd, 
Yet in ten thouſand pounds 
Ten thouſand charms are center'd: 
Happy Dick ! ED, 
Beauty, we know, will fade, 
As doth the ſhort liv'd flower ; 
Nor can the fairc{t maid 
— Inſure her bloom an hour: 
Happy Dick! 
Ihen wiſely you reſign, 
For ſixty, charms ſo tranſient ; 
As the curious value coin 


5 The more for being ancient: 
Happy Dick! 5 


. —— AI „„ - aches 8 


B 
With joy your ſpouſe ſhall ſee 
The fading beauties round her, 
And ſhe herſelf ſtill be 
The ſame that firſt you found her: 
Happy Dick | 


Oft is the married ſtate 
With jealouſies attended; 
And hence, through foul debate, 
Are nuptial joys ſuſpended: 
Happy Dick | | 


But you, with ſuch a wife, 
No jealous fears are under; 
7 She's your's alone for life, | 
- Or much we all ſhall Wonder: 
2 Happy Dick! 
Her death would grieve you ſore, 
But let not that torment you; 
My life! ſhe'll fee fourſcore, 
f that will but content you: 
Happy Dick 


On this you may rely, 5 
For the pains you took to win her, 


N 
— 2 


FF Shell ne'er in child- bed die, 
4 Unleſs the d---1's in her: 
Happy Dick! 

5 Some have the name of hell 

3 To matrimony given; 


How falſely you can tell, 
| Who find it ſuch a heaven: 
Happy Dick ! 

With you, each day and night 

Is crown'd with joy and gladneſs ; 
While envious virgins. bite | 
The hated ſheets for madneſs : 

Happy Dick ! 


With ſpouſe long ſhare the bliſs 
Y*'had miſs'd in any other; 

And when you've bury'd this, 
May you have ſuch another: 


Happy Dick! 
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Which nobody can deny. 


Ti 9; # 


"Obſerving hence, by you, 
In marriage ſuch decorum, 
Our wiſer youth ſhall do 
As you have done before em: 


Happy Dick ! | 


SONG XC. 
OME write of the beauties of nature and art, 3 
a qe 5; and caverns, and fountains, and 
elds; 1 | [ 
Vaſt volumes inditing of this or that part, 

Of the treaſure it owns or the proſpects it yields, 
But prate not to me of your Alps or Antilles, : 
Of ſights to be ſeen where this mountain, that hill is: 
For ne'er was there piofpect-of hill, dale, or lawn, 1 
Like the ſweet mount of Venus when clouds are with“ 

drawn. 5 1 3 
Your poets, too, deck out their Chloe and Phillis 

With gewgaws from Perſia or Indoſtan brought; 
Or clothe them in garments of roſes and lillies, 

As T heocritus, Virgil, and others, have taught: 
But ne'er ſaw I ceſs that could tickle my fancy 
Co mpar'd to the undreis of beautiful Nancy, 
Bereav'd of all ornaments, laviſh of charms, 
When Eve-like ſhe bluſhes, and flies to my arms! 


Nor mention to me all your methods of riding, 
As pleaſures of motion in which men fr 3 ' 
Your flying or ſwimming, your failing or ſliding, 


But feebly the pleaſures of motion excite : | 
No—give me the to-and-fro motion of loving, _ 
When up and down gently my Nancy is moving, Al 
While quicker ſhe breathes as I cloſer embrace, it 
Till the ſweeteſt of deaths put an end to the chace-! 
N 
LD poets have told us, when they were grownWi 
mellow, MII TE af] Ne 
That Jupiter was a fantaſtical fellow; 18 
He wud chatter, and thunder, and wheedle, and be- ie 
ow : 5 00 


Which nobody can deny, deny; 
He 


„ 


He was charm'd with a damſel, but could not tell how 
To humour his liquoriſh fancy, and ſo 25 
He clapp'd up his nymph in the ſhape of a cow : 
Which nobody, &c. 

But here let us make up our poetry full; 
For the man muſt have got no brains in his ſkull, 
Who does not conclude that Jove turn'd a bull: 
Which nobody, &c. | 
His method of wooing was loud and ſonorous, | 
At the time of the year when the ſun enters Taurus; 
Then Taurus did enter fair Io the porous: 
Which nobody, &c. | 
le gave her two horns for a ſkreen to his love, 
As Juno gave him, which plainly doth prove 
h- here's a ſtrumpet below for a cuckold above: 
Which nobody, &c. 
he lovers by inſtinct together were moving: 
When he had a fancy on earth to be roving, 
hen ſhe ran a-bulling, or elſe ran a Joving : 
Which nobody, &c. 9 
4 hey may pals for as clever a cornuted pai 
As you e'er ſaw at Smithfield, where the 
1 rare, | 
r at Brentford, or Rumford, or any horn fair: 
Which nobody, &c. | | 
Though I take it for granted, that nothing more odd is, 
Anſtead of a ſhepherdeſs lac'd in her boddice, 

hat a ſwag-belly'd cow ſhould paſs for a goddeſs : 
Which nobody, &c. 
W@lexander who conquer'd full many a foe, 
lars, Hercules, Neptune, and more than we 


— 
1622 


7 | 
fight is not 


know, 
1 ere ſons of this Jove, though not by Juno : 
Wich nobody, &c. 
ut, as the prolifical virtue wore off, 
row lis amourous feats made all the world laugh; 
e could get no more heroes, and ſo got a calf: 
| 4 Which nobody, &c. | 
bel 


logenes grave was the fruit of this rub, 


or his name does pronounce him a Jupiter's Cub : 
e was born in a cow-houſe, and liv 


| d in a tub; 
Which nobody, &c. 


"© :-96 1 
Let a concert of butchers remember the thing; 
Let cleavers and marrow-bones merrily ring ; 


So a jovial choir lo Pæans may ſing : 
Which nobody, &c. 


Hes to thee, my boy, my darling, my joy, 


For a toper | love as my life; 


ho ne'cr baulks his glaſs, nor cries like an aſs, A 
T'o go home to his miſtreſs or wife: 


But heartily quaffs, ſings catches, and laughs, 
All the night he looks jovial and gay ; 

When morning appears, then homeward he ſtcers, 

To ſnore out the reſt of the day. 


He feels not the cares, the griefs, nor the fears, 
That the ſober too often attend; 

Nor knows he a loſs, diſturbance, or croſs, 
Save the. want of his bottle and friend. 


0-0 ent. 


ACCHUS, athſt us to ling thy great glory, 
Chief of the gods, we exult in thy ſtory ; 
Winc's firſt projector, ＋ 
Mankind's protector, N 
Patron to topers, 
How do we adore thee |! 
Wine's firſt projector, &. 


Friend to the Muſes, and whetſtone to Venus, 
Herald to pleaſures, when wine would convene us; 
Sorrow's phyſician, | 

When our condition 


In worldly cares wants a cordial to ſkreen us. 
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Nature ſhe ſmil'd, when thy birth it was blazed : 

Mankind rejoic'd when thy altars were raiſed : 
Mirth will be flowing, 
Whilſt the vine's growing, 

And ſober ſouls at our joys be amazed. 
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SONO . 


NOW we're free from college rules, 
| From common place- book reaſon, 
From trifling ſyllogiſtic ſchools, 

And ſyſtems out of ſeaſon, 
Never more we'll have defin'd 

If matter thinks or thinks not ; 
All the matter we ſhall mind 

Is he who drinks, or drinks not. 


Metaphyſically to trace 
The mind or ſoul abſtracted, 


Or prove infinity of ſpace, 


By cauſe on cauſe effected: 
Better ſouls we can't become, 
By immaterial thinking; 

And as to ſpace, we want no room, 

But room enough to drink in. 


Plenum, vacuum, minus, plus, 3; 
Are learned words, and rare too ; 

Thoſe terms our tutors may diſcuſs, 

And thoſe who pleaſe may hear too: 
A plenum in our wine we ſhew, 

ith plus and plus behind, fir ; 

But, when our cath is mmus low, 

A vacuum ſoon we find, fir, 


Copernicus, that learned ſage, 
Dan Tycho's error proving, 

Declares, in 1 can't tell what page, 

The carth round Sol is moving: 

But which goes round what's that to us, 
Each is perhaps a notion; 

With earth and ſun we make no fuſs, 
But mind the bottle's motion, 


Great Gallileo ill was us'd 
By ſuperſtitious fury; | 
Antipodeans were abus'd 
By ignoramus jury: 
But feet to feet we dare atteſt, 
Nor fear a treatment ſcurvy; 
For, when we're drunk, probatum eft, 
We're tumbling os y-turvy. 
| L 2 


| | 


- 


And, when Death ſhall drop che curtain, 


WHEN Lrain the roſy bowl, 
0 40 
To the Nine I raiſe my ſong, 


When full cups my cares expel, 
Sober counſel-then farewell. 


1 
Newton talk'd of lights and ſhades, 
And diff rent colours knew, ſir; 
But don't let us diſturb our heads 
With any more than two, fir : 
White and red our glaſſes boaſt, 
Reflection and refraction ; 
Yet after him we'll name our toaſt, 
The centre of attraction. 


On that theſis we'll declaim, 

With. fratum ſuper ſtratum: 

There's mighty magic in the name, 
*T'is nature's poſtulatum : 

Wine in nature's next to love, 
Then wiſely let us blend'em ; 

Firſt, though, phyſically prove, 
That nunc tempus eff bibendum, 


SONG XC. 


R *5: no more ye learned afles, 
Gainſt the joys the bowl ſupplics : 
Sound its depth and fill your glaſſes, 
Wiſdom at the bottom lies. 
Fill them higher ſtill, and higher; 
Shallow draughts perplex the brain; 
Sipping quenches all our fire, 
umpers light it up again, 
Draw the ſcene for wit and pleaſure ; 
Enter jolity and joy: 
We for thinking have no leiſure ; 
Manly mirth 1s our employ. 
Since in life there's nothing certain, 
We'll the preſent hour engage ; 


With applauſe we'll quit the ſtage, 
SONG XCVI. 


y exhilirates my ſoul; 


Ever fair and ever young. 


. ( * 
Let the winds that murmur ſweep 
All my ſorrows to the deep. 


When I drink dull time away. 
Tolly Bacchus, ever BAY | 
Leads me to delightful bow'rs, 
Full of fragrance, full of flow'rs, 
When I quaff the ſparkling wine, 
And my locks with roſes twine, 
Then I praiſe life's rural ſcene, . 
Sweet, ſequeſter'd, and ſerene. 


When I drink the bowl profound, 
(Richeſt fragrance flowing round) 
And ſome lovely nymph detain, | 
Venus then inſpires the ſtrain. 
When, from goblets deep and wide, 
I exhauſt the gen'rous tide, 

All my ſoul unbends,——I play. 
Gameſome with the young and gay, 


Am a poor country clown, 
Who lately came to this town; 
J heard the folks ſay, 

I' was a place very gay; 

And I long'd for to fee it I on. 

I luckily met with a friend, 

Who | begg'd his aſſiſtance would lend, 
We rainbled about, 

Through rabble and rout; 


We went to a place call'd the play, 

W here I thought for to ſee ſomething gay; 

Tpbey murder'd a king, . | 

Which I thought a fad thing; 

Yet the people went laughing aways 

The fineſt of all the gay fights, 

Was a place with a number of lights, 
Where they warble and ſing, 
Like birds in the ſprin 

And muſic. with pleaſure unites. 


E. z 
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Till thought the whole world at an end. 


I wiſh 


es; 


FS 8 6 8 * 
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(\. 8 JF 
T with, and J wiſh, I muſt own, 
We had ſucha place in our town, 
Or ev'n at the fair, 
If it could be brought there, 
It would pay well for bringing it down. 


SONG XCVIIL. 


HE ago 7 who pierces hearts, 
Dips in gall his pointed darts; 

But the nymph diſdains to pine 

Who bathes the wound with roſy wine. 

Then farewel lovers when they're cloy'd : 

If I am ſcorn'd becauſe enjoy'd, 

Sure the puny fops are free 

To rid me of dull company. 


They have charms whilſt mine can pleaſe: 
I love them much, but more my eaſe, 
Nor jealcus fears my love moleſt, 

Nor faithleſs vows fhall break my reſt, 
Why ſhould they e'er give me pain 

Who to give me joy diſdain? 

All I hope of mortal man 

Is to love me whilſt he can. 


SONG Nelx. 


ACCHUS, one day gaily ftriding 
On his never-failing tun, 
Sneaking empty pots deriding, 
Thus addreſs'd each toping ſon : 
Praiſe the joys that never vary, 
And adore the liquid ſhrine; 
All things noble, gay, and airy, 
Are perform'd by generous wine. 


Ancient heroes, crown'd with glory, 
Owe their noble riſe to me; 
Poets wrote the flaming ſtory, 
Fir'd by my divinity. 
If my influence is wanting, 
Muſic's charms but ſlowly move; 
Beauty, too. in vain lies panting, 


Till I fill the ſwains with love: 


(- 790 } 
you-crave a laſting pleaſure, 
Mortats, this way bend your eyes; 
From my ever-flowing treaſure, 

Charming ſcenes of-bliſs ariſe. 
Here's the ſoothing balmy blefling, 

Sole diſpeller of your pain; 
Gloomy ſouls from care releaſing, 

He, who drinks not, lives in vain ! 


SONG. C. 
R MO, amas, 
FA | love a laſs, 
As a cedar tall and ſlender; 
Sweet cowſlips grace 
Her nomin'tive caſe, - 
And ſhe's of the feminine gender, 
Rorum corum, 
Sunt divorum, 
Harum fcarum ! 
. Divo! . 
Tag rag, merry derry, perriwig and hatband, 
5 Hic, hoc, horum genitivo! 
Dan I decline 
A nymph divine? 
Her voice as a flute is dulcis ; 
Her oculus bright, 
Fer manus white, 
And ſoft, when I tacto, her pulſe is. 
Rorum, corum, &c. 


Oh, how bella 
My puella ! 
P11 kiſs fecnla ſeculorum: 
If Pre luck, fir, 
She's my uxor, 
O dies bendictorum ! 
Rorum, corum, &c. 


LEONG Cl: :: 


= (CONTENTED I am, and contented Þ11 be, 
For what can this world more afford, 
Than a laſs who will fociably ſit on my knee, 
And a cellar with liquor well ſtor'd. 


E 4 


E 
My vault door is open, deſcend and improve; 


| hat caſk, fir, ay, that we will try; f l 
"Tis as rich to the taſte as the lip of your love, I 
And as bright as her cheeks to the eye. : 3 

In a piece of ſlit hoop ſee my candle is ſtuck; 7 
__ * T'will light us the bottle to hand. | 11 
The foot of my glaſs for the purpoſe I broke, B 


For I hate that a bumper ſhould ſtand, 8 
Sound theſe pipes, they're in tune; ſcarch the bins, j * 


they're well fill'd?è 5 If 

View the heap of old hock in the rear, —_ 
Yon bottles are Burgundy ; mark how they're pil'd, " * 
Like artillery, tier over tier. | z 1 


My cellar's my camp ; my ſoldiers my flaſks, 


All gloriouſly rang'd in review; ks 
When I caſt my eyes round, I confider my cafks = 0 
As kingdoms I've yet to ſubdue, | | 1A 
Like Macedon's madman, my glaſs I'Il enjoy, 5 Li 
Defying hyp, gravel, or gout. 8. 
He cry'd when he had no more worlds to deſtroy ; 1 2 


I'll weep when my liquor is out. | | 
'Tis my will, when I die not a tear ſhall be ſhed, 
No nic Jacer be cut on my ſtone B 
But pour on my coffin a bottle of red, b J 
And ſay that his drinking is done. 
SONG Cll. 
L's care be a ſtranger to each jovial ſoul, 
f 


Who Ariſtippus like can his paſſions controul, 
wiſeſt philoſophers wiſeſt was he, 
Who attentive to eaſe let his mind Rijl be free. 
The prince, peer, or peaſant to 1 Wers the ſame, 
For pleas'd, he was plcaſing to all where he came, 
But {till turn'd his back on contention and ſtrife, 
Reſolving to live all the days of his life. 


A friend to mankind, all mankind was his friend, 

And the peace of his mind was his ultimate end ; 

He found fault with none, if none found fault with him, 
If his friend had a humour, he, humour'd his whim: 
If wine was the word, why he bumper'd bis glaſs, 

If love was the topic, he toaſted his lals; ; 
But till turn'd his back, &c, *Y 17 


1 
If councils diſputed, if councils agreed, 
He found fault with neither, for this was his creed; 
That let them be guided by folly or ſenſe, 
Twou'd be ſemper cadem an hundred Years hence: 
He thought *rwas unſocial to be ma]-content, 


: If the tide went with him, with the tide too he went 
But ſtill turn'd his back, &c. 


Was the nation at war, he wiſh'd well to the ſword, 
If a peace was con-luded, a peace was his word; 

Z Diſquiet to him or of body or mind, 

Was the longitude only he never cou'd find: 

= The Philoſopher's {tone was but gravel and pain, 
And all who had ſought it had ſought it in vain 3 3 
He ſtill turn'd his back, &c. 


Then let us all follow Ariſtippus rules, 
And deen his opponents both aſſes and mules ; 
Let thoſe not contented to lead or to drive, 
By the bees of their ſets. be drove out of their hives; 
0 Expell d from the manſions of quiet and caſe, 
May they never find out the bleſt art how to pleaſe ; 
While our friends. and ourſelves, not forgetting our 
3 wives, 
By theſe maxims. may live all the days of our lives. 


S:O NG ClIII. 


RECITATIVE. 

HE feſtive board was met, the focial band, 
. Kound fam d Anacreon took their ſilent ſtand. 
My ſons, (began the fage) be this the rule: 
No brow auſtere muſt dare approach my ſchool ; 

here love and Bacchus jointly reign within; 
ld care, begone.! here ſadneſs is a in, 


"of oo 

Tell me not the joys that wait 
On him that's learn'd, on him that's great; * 
Wealth and wiſdom 1 deſpiſe, - | 
2 jurround the rich and wiſe: 

een that gives ſoft wiſhes birth, 
** 1 god of wine and mirth, 
Me their friend and fav'rite own; 
| Was born for them alone, 


E35 


Bus'neſs, 


Champaign ſtopp' d reſiſtance, the kept not her diſtance, W 


But we're an elixir will properly fix her, 


| C8 4 

Bus'neſs, title, pomp, and ſtate 
Give 'em to the fools I hate: 4 
But let love, let life be mine, 
fle, me women, bring me wine: 
Speed the dancing hours away, 

ind not what the grave ones ſay: 
Gaily let the minutes fly, 
In wit and freedom, love and joy: 
So ſhall love, ſhall life be mine; 
Bring me women, bring me wine. 


SONG CIV. 


RIADNE one morning to Theſeus was turning, 
When mifling her man, to the beach down ſhe flew, 
Her cries unavailing, ſhe faw far off ſailing, 

His ſhip, *fore the wind, leſs'ning ſwift to her view, 


The tore her fine hair, beat her breaſt in deſpair ; 


Spread her arms to the ſkies, and ſunk down in a 
ſwoon ; | 7% 


When Bacchus, ' midſt æther, begg'd leave of his father 


To comfort the lady: Icve granted the boon. 


Then, gently deſcending, her ſorrows befriending, 
His 1 rſs he ſtruck 'gainſt the big-belly'd earth, 

When o'er the ſmooth gravel, in murmuring travel, 
A ſpring of Champaign at her head bubbled forth. 


She, wak'd with the ſcent, gave her ſorrows freſh vent, 


Yet to drink ſhe determin'd, exhauſted by tears. 
She taſtes the Champaign ; licks her lips—taſtes again, 
And feels herſelf tuddenly freed from her fears. 


As ſtill ſhe.kept ſipping, her heart lightly leaping, 
She look'd upon T het. as a pitiful elf. 

Wine turn'd her to finzing, in hopes it would bring in 
A lover—*twas lonely to drink by herſelf. 

The god, her adorer, confeſs'd ſtood before her; 
She hail'd'the celeſtial, ſhe welcom'd: the gueſt; 


But jollily claſp'd the young buck to her breaſt, 


Each girl, given over, betray'd by her lover, 
To hartſhorn, or ſalts, or ſalt water, may fly; 


. - 


If properly ſhe'Il the preſcription apply. Th 
LITSS * 2 e 


5 
The recipe's wholeſome, *tis beauty's beſt balſam; 
For which we refuſe, though, to pocket a fee; 


As gratis we give it, girls, grateful receive it. 
So here's to the practice of love's beaume de vie, 


SEED SONG CV. 
. contrive me ſuch a cup 
As Neſtor us'd of old; | 
Try all thy ſkill to trim it up, 
And embelliſh it round with gold. 


Make it fo large, that, fill'd with ſack 
Up to the ſwelling brim, 

Vaſt toaſts on the delicious lake, 
Like ſhips at ſea, may ſwim. 


Let it no names of planets tell, 
Fix'd ſtars or conſtellations : 
For I am not Sir Sidrophel, 
Nor none of his relations. 
Carve me thereon a ſpreading vine'; 
Likewiſe two lovely boys; 791 
Whoſe limbs in am'rous foids intwine, 
A type of future joys. | 


Venus and Bacchus my gods are, 
Let love and wine Rill reign ; 
With wine I'll drive away my care, 
| And-then to my love again. in 


| SONG CYL... 
E good fellows all, 16171 


Attend to the call 

ft one who's ne'er frighted, e. 
ere 9910 dum bun wot tr 
WV ith fix bottles more. Wilen of fot tos ont; 
Pe ſure you don't paſs ene gol du? 

L ' he:go0d;hqſe, oney-Glaſs; 19 LOOT 10 

WY hich the jolly red god fo peculiarly owns. 

will well ſuit your humour; 

Jr pray what would you more 


in 


ice, 
ones ? 


© Ye 


ho love to be told where there's elaret good ſtore, 


han 1 with good claret, and bumpers, ſquire 
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How Phillis and Chloe? 


Though all you get by't, 


Learn Bacchus to follow, 
And quit your Apollo; 


And cke at the Boyne: 


( 8% Y) 
Ye lovers, who pine | 
For laſſes that of: prove as cruel as fair 
W ho whimper and whine 1 % 
For lilies and roſes 585 91 2214 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, 


Or the tip of an ear © | 
Come hither, I'll ſhew ye FAY YISY 


EY & a .o« i a 


No more ſhall occaſion ſuch fighs and ſuch groaps's ; 
For what mortal fo ſtupid 
As not to quit Cupid 

When call'd by 8060 Claret, and bumpers, on Jokes 


Ye poets, who write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon? 5 ena; 


Is a dinner oft- times, 


In reward for your rhimes, 
With Humphrey the duke: 


Forſake all the muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old drones; 4 

Our jingling of glaſſes 

Your rhiming ſurpaſſes, 

When ; with. good claret, and bumpers, ſquire 
ones. 


Ye ſoldiers fo flowery.) vis he i ee 
With plenty of 3 plenty of coin, 

Who make ſuch a rout. , e | 
Ofall your command der = 
Who ſerv'd us in Flanders: i e bo ; 


744 
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Come, leave off your rattling. 

Of ſieginy and battling, . | 

And know veu'd much better: to leepnidhwhole ones; 
Were you.ſent-to Gibraltar, BO Me 
Your note you'd ſoon alter, noob 4167 5 
And with for uri bumpers, pere Tones : 
Ye clergy ſo wiſeg, it 77 £ . 
Who myſt'ries profound oundemonſtrate 1 char i 


How: worthy to riſe 5 <a 
Vo preach once Week, e WOE 0 
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And leave off your railing 


| Says the text ſo divine, 

What is life without wine ? 

Then away with the claret, a bumper, ſquire Jones. 
Ve lawyers ſo juſt, 

he the cauſe what it will, 'who ſo learnedly piead |! 1 
How worthy of truſt! 

Jou know black from white, 

yet prefer wrohg to rights. 


Leave muſty reports, 


Wich all your damn'd entries, 


Ye phyſical tribe, 


(C007 FF 
But your tithes never ſeek 


Above once a year | 
Come here, without failing, 


Gainſt biſhops providing for dull ſtupid drones... 


As you chance to be fee'd :. 


And forſake the king's: courts 
W here dullneſs and iſcord have ſet up their thrones ; 52 
Burn Salkeld and Ventris, 


And away with the claret, a bumper, ire Jones! I 


Whoſe knowledge confiſts in hard- wards. and EUmaces , 

W hene'er you preſcribe, . 

Have at your devotion, 

Pills, bolus, or e | 

Be what will the caſe : 5 | ; 

Pray where is the need 1 i121 

To purge, bliſter, and iced?” g 

When ailing yourſelves, the en 2 owns, 5 

That the forms of old Galen | 

Are hot ſo prevailing, .' | 

As E with gad . and bumpers, gain 5 
oneß z:; 


Ye ſox- 1 cke; & ; 
Who follow the Call of the horn and the hound; TY 
Who your ladies forſake,, 

Before they're awake, . 

To beat up the break. 

Where the vermin'is found!: + 

Leave Piper and Blueman, . 


Sbrill Dutohefs and Trueman; 5 | pl | 
Bees 3 wh 


— 


No muſic is found in ſuch 
CA Would 


6 86 ) 
Would you raviſh your ears 
With the ſongs of the ſpheres, 
Hark away to the claret, a bumper, "(quires Jones! 


j .SONG CVII. 
| 12 each man his ſceptre take, 
Let the hogſhead ſound, and "the glaſs go round; 
1 | Let the envious miſer quake ; 5 
Each merry fellow is a king. 
Let the king do all he can, 
He is no more than man; | 
For fince the world began, 3 
The juice of the vine, has power Fine 
Each merry mortal it doth bleſs, 


| And all our cares ſuppreſs; 
|} Then if kings were to ſee, how jovial we be, 
* They'd envy our happineſs. h 


Let the toaſt paſs briſkly round, 

Let us paint this night, with red, and white, | 
And our brows with wreaths be crown'd, . 

To celebrate the morning light. 
When the ſun begins his race, 
With his drunken fiery face, 
To the weſt he ſteers apace; 

But gaily ſmiles on his favourite iſles, _ 
rieas'd with vaſt delight, . _ wn pg ade 
% Anf. 7 ,, 

Then away goes he, to drink of the E . 
And pals away. the gloomy” night. Paz LE beth 

CSONG,,CVIH:. 
A TTEND all, I pray, to the words I've to V VI Th 
Ri 


? 
, ; 


' In tablet of mem ry iaſert em. 

ich wines do us raiſe to the honour of bays: 

Quem non fecere di iſertum ? Tol de rol de rol lol lol. 
Of all the briſk juice the gods can Pace, 175 TIEN 

Good claret'prefetr'd before + oY Met on - 
*Tis claret ſhall trait happy ne heit, t. wt 

Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, virorum. * 5 
We abandon all ale, and beer that is ſtale, 

Roſa ſolis, and damnable nen 
Zut ſparkling bright red ſhall raiſe 1 up its 8 N 


W NE. Sed, breit 7 Ka: . 41 91 D414! 21 «ag; | 
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This, this is the wine, which, in former time, 
Each wiſe- one of men they call'd magi 

Was wont to carouſe, in a chaplet of boughs, 
Racubens ſub tegmine fagi. 

Let the hop be their bane, let the rope be their ſhame, 
Let the gout and the cholic ſtil] pine em,, 

That offer to ſhrink in taking their drink, 
Seu Gracum ſiue Latinum. 


Let the glaſs fly about till the bottle is out: 
L“eͤt each do to each as he's done to; 
Avaunt thoſe that hug th' abominable jug! 
Among us beteraclita ſunlo, _ | 
There's no ſuch diſeaſe as he that doth pleaſe 
= His palate with beer, for to ſhame us: | 
E 'Tis claret that brings Madam Fancy her wings, 
And ſays, —Muſa majora canamus. 
Hle's either a mute, or does poorly diſpute, 
That drinketh not wine as we men do: 
The more wine a man drinks, the more like ſubtle- 
Sphine, | 
Tantum valet ifte loquends. 


Art * r art thou lame? doſt thou ſigh after 
Call- for wine, and thou quickly ſhalt have it: © 

It will make the lame riſe ; it will make the fool wiſe, 
Cui vim natura negavit. 1 | 


The more wine in my brain, the more merry my vein, 
And this to me wiſdom and bliſs is: | 
For him that's too wiſe I can juſtly deſpiſe: 

Mecum confertur Ulyſſes ? + | 


4 %%% 55 35»! * "ER 
- E ye minutes, till Comus receives, *© 
5 The nameleſs ſoft tranſports that beauty can give. 
The bowl's frolic joys let him teach her to prove, 
And ſhe in return yield the raptures of love. 
Without love and wine, wit and beauty are vain, 

All grandeur inſipid, and riches a pain, 

The fair ſplendid palace grows dark as the grave. 

Eove and wine give, ye gods, or take back what ye gave. 
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"SONG CX. 


E lads of true ſpirit, pay courtſhip to claret, 

- Releas'd from the trouble of thinking. | | \ 
A fool long ago ſaid we nothing could know; . 
The fellow knew nothing of drinking. 1 Is 
Fo pore over Plato, .or pralle with Cato, An 
Diſpaſſionate dunces might make us: Or 
But men, now more wiſe, ſelf denial deſpiſe, An 

And live by the leſſons of Bacchus. | 8 
Big-wigg'd, in fine coach, ſee the doctor approach; | Pr 
He ſolemnly up the ſtairs paces; a, | Fr. 
Looks grave fmells his cane —applies finger to vein, Ar 
And counts the repeats with grimaces. 0 

As he holds pen in hand, life and death are at ſtand— Þ[.. 
A toſs up which party ſhall take us. I Fr 
Away with ſuch eant—no preſcription:we want 1 Fr 
But the nouriſhing noſtrum of Bacchus. 5 + 
We jollily join in the practice of wine, 5 01 


While miſers midſt plenty are pining; 1 
While. ladies are ſcorning, and lovers are mourning, IH 

We laugh at wealth, wenching, and whining. : 
Drink, drink, now tis prime; toſs a bottle to Time, 

He'll not make-{uch haſte to o'ertake us; 
His threats we prevent, and his cracks we cement, 

By the ſtyptical balſam of Bacchus, 7 
What work is there made, by the newſpaper-trade, . 

of this man's 1715 other Man's Ration | , 
The ins are all bad, and the outs are all mad; 

In and out is the cry of the nation. | 
The politic patter which both parties chatter - 

From bumpering freely ſhan't ſhake us: 
With half-pints in hand, independent we'll Rand ' 
To defend Magna Charta of Bacchus. 
Be your motions well-tim'd; be all charg'd and all 

r . 
Have a care right and left—and make 1eady. 
Right hand to glafs join—at your lips reſt your wine; 
Be all in your exerciſe ſteady. EE 
Our levels we boaſt when our women we toaſt ; 

May graciouſly*they undertake us | 
No more we defire—ſo drink and give fire, 
And a volley to beauty and Bacchus! . 


SONG 
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SONG CXI. 


INCE there's ſo ſmall diff *rence *twixt drowning 
and drinking, | 
[We'll tipple and pray too like mariners ſinking. 
While they drink ſalt water we'll pledge 'em in wine, 
And pay our devotion at Bacchus's ſhrine. 

Oh! Bacchus, great Bacchus, for ever defend us, 
And plentiful ſtore of good Burgundy ſend us, 


From cens'ring the ſtate and what paſſes above, 
From a ſurfeit of cabbage, from law-ſuits and love, 


And handling of guns in defending of kings, 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. | 


From riding a jade that will ſtarc at a feather, 
From ending a journey with lols of much leather, 
From the folly of dying for grief or deſpair, 
With our heads in the water or heels in the air, 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. 


From the uſurer's gripe, from the knaves who trepan, 
That boldly pretend to do more than they can, 
From the ſcolding of women and bite of mad dogs, 
And wandering over wild Iriſh bogs, 

Oh! Bacchus, &c. | 
From hunger and thirſt, empty bottles and glaſſes, 
From thoſe whoſe religon conſiſts in grimaces, 

From e'er being cheated by female decoys, 
From hum' 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. | 
From thoſe little troubleſome inſets and flies, 
That think themſelves pretty, or witty, or wiſe, — 
From carrying a quartan for mortification, 

s long as a Ratiſbon conſultation, — 
Oh! Bacchus, &c. 


| SONG CXIIL 
HE man that is drunk is void of all care, 

He needs neither Parthian quiver nor ſpear, 
be Moor's poiſon'd dart he ſcorns, boys, to wield ; 
A bottle alone is his ſword and his ſhield. 

Lol lol lol la tol de rol de roddy. 


Undaunt- 


From meddling with ſwords and ſuch dangerous things, 


ring old men, and from reas'ning with boys, 
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4 90 \ 
Undaunted he goes among bullies and whores, 
Demoliſhes windows and breaks open doors; 

He revels all night, is afraid of no evil, 


And boldly defies both proctor and devil. 


As late I rode out with my ſkin full of wine, 

Encumber'd neither with care nor with coin, 

I boldly confronted a horrible dun, 
Affrighted as ſoon as he ſaw me he run. 


No monſter could put you to half ſo much fear, 
Should he, in Apulia's foreſt appear; 

In Africa's deſert there never was ſeen 

A monſter ſo hated by gods and by men. 


Come place me, ye deities, under the line, 
Where grows not a tree, nor a plant, but the vine; 
tYer hat burning ſands I'll ſwelter and ſweat, 
Bare-footed, with nothing to keep off the heat. 


Or place me where fun-ſhine is ne'er to be found, 
Where the earth is with winter eternally bound; 
Ev'n there I would nought but my bottle require, 
My bottle ſhould warm me, and fill me with fire. 


My tutor may job me, and lay me down rules;. 
Who minds them but damn'd philoſophical fouls ?' 
For when I amold, and can no more drink, 3 
*T is time enough then, boys, to fit dewn and think. 
*Tis thus Alexander was tutor'd in vain, 

For he thought Ariſtotle an aſs for his pain; 

His ſorrows he us'd in full bumpers to drown. — 
And, when he was drunk, then the world was his own. 


This world is a tavern with liquor well. ſtor'd, 
And into't I came to be drunk as a lord; 

My life is the reck'ping, which-freely.1 pay, 

And, when I'm dead drunk, then Pik ſtagger AWAY. - 


SONG CXIII. 


= *V HEN Bibo thought fit from the world to retreat, 
| As full of champaign as an egg's full of meat; 
He wak'd in the boat, and to Charon he ſaid, ; 
He would be row'd back, for he was not yet dead, 
Trim the boat, .and fit quiet, ſtern Charon reply'd, 
You may have forgot, yqu was drunk when ag dy'd; 


NG., 
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SONG CXIV. 


OME, jolly Bacchus, god of wine, 
Crown this night with pleaſure z - 

Let none at cares of life repine, 

To deſtroy our pleaſure. | 
Fill up the mighty ſparkling bowl, 
TT hat ev'ry true and loyal ſoul 
May dring and ſing without controul, 
To ſupport our pleaſure. 


Thus mighty Bacchus, ſhalt thou be 
Guardian to our pleaſure ; 

That, under thy protection, we 

May enjoy new pleaſure : 

And as the hours glide away, 

We'll in thy name invoke their ſtay, 

And ſing thy praiſes, that we may 
Live and die with pleaſure, 


. 


SONG CXV. 


| RECITATIVvE. 
ROLIC and free, for pleaſure born, 
Dull ſelf- denying fools I ſcorn ; 


The proffer'd bliſs I ne'er refule : 
*T'is often troubleſome to chuſe, 
Lov'ſ thou, my friend, love at ſight ; 


Drink'ſt thou, this bumper does thee right, 


At random with the ſtream I flow, 
And play my part where-e'er I go. 


| AIR. 
Great God of ſleep, ſince it muſt be, 
That we muſt give ſome hours to thee, 
Invade me not, while the free bowl! 


Glows in my cheeks, and warm: my ſoul ; 


That be my only time to ſnore, 

When I can laugh and drink no more; 

Short, very ſhort, be then thy reign, 
For l'm in haſte to laugh and drink again. 


But O! if melting in my arms, 

In ſome ſoft dreams, with all her charms, 
The nymph belov'd ſhould then ſurpriſe, 
And grant what waking ſhe denies; 


* 
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„ 
Then, gentle ſlumber, prithee ſtay, 
Slowly, ah, ſlowly bring the day 
Let no rude noiſe my bliſs deſtroy, 
Such ſweet deluſion's real joy. 


SONG CXVI. 


S ſoon as the chaos was turn'd into form, 
And the firſt race of men knew a good from a Harmz 
They quickly did join 
In a knowledge divine, 
That the world's chiefeſt bleflings are woman and wine. 


Since then by example improving delights, 
Wine governs our days, love and beauty our nights: 
| Love on then, and drink, 
Tis a folly to think, 
On a myſtery out of our teaches ; 3 
Be moral in thought, 
Jo be merry's no fault, 
Though an elder the contrary preaches : 
For never,. my friends, 
Never, never, my friends, 
Never, never, my friends was an age of more vice, 


Than when knaves would fem pious, and fools would 
leem wiſe, 


SONG CXVIL. 


ANISH ſorrow, let's drink, and be merry, boys, 
Time flies ſwift, to-morrow * care; 
If yon believe it, 
Drink, and deceive it, 
Wine will relieve i ne 
| And drown deſpair. 
The ſweets of wine are found in poſſeſſi Ing, 
Its juice divine, mankind's chicfeſt bleſſing 
The glafs is thine, drink, there's no 7 3 
A Her. or two, with a chearful friend. 


*Tis wine gives ſtrength, when nature's exhauſted 3 
Heals the ſick man, and frees the flave ; 


Makes the {tiff ſtumble, 
And the proud humble, 
Exalts the meek, _ 

| And makes cowards brave, 
. The ſweets of wine, &c. | 


* 


Tis 


1 


Tis wine that prompts the tim'rous lover: 
Be briſk with your miſtreſs, denials deſpiſe ; 
She'll cry, you'll undo her, 
But be a briſk woer, 
Attack her, purſue her, 
You'll gain the prize. 
The ſweets of wine, &c. 


Tis wine that baniſhes all worldly ſorrow, 
Then who'd omit the pleaſing tall ! 
Since wine's ſweet ſaciety 
Eaſes anxiety, 
Damn dull Rue, 
Bring t'other flaſk. 
The ſweets of wine, &c. 


SONG CXVIII. 


LD Chiron thus preach'd to his pupil Achilles; 
I'Il tell you, young gentleman, what the fates will 


is; | 
You, my 2 muſt go, 
The gods will have it ſo, 


To the ſiege of Troy, 
Thence never to return to Greece again; 
But before thoſe walls to be ſlain. | 
Let not your courage be caſt down, | 
But all the while you lie before the town, 
Drink and drive care away, drink and be merry : 
You'll ne'er go the ſooner to the Stygian ferry. 


SONG CXIX. 
z 8 all you jolly Bacchanals, 


That love to tope good wine, 
Let us offer up a hogſhead 
Unto our maſter's ſhrine. 
And a-toping we will go, &c. 


Then let us drink, and never ſhrink, 
For I'll give a reaſon Why: 
Tis a great ſin to leave a houſe, 
Till we've drank the cellar dry. 


And a-toping, CC, 
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1 
In times of old I was a fool, 
I drank the water clear; 
But Bacchus took me from that rule, 
He thought *twas too ſevere, 
And a-toping, &c. 


He fill'd a goblet to the brim, 
And bade me take a ſup, 
But had it been a gallon- pot, 
By Jove I'd toſs'd it up. 
And a-toping, &c. 


And ever ſince that happy time, 
Good wine has been my cheer ; 
Now nothing puts me in a ſwoon, 
But water or ſmall beer, 
And a-toping, &c. 


Then let us tope about, my boys, 
And never flinch, nor fly; 
But fill our ſkins brimful of wine, 
And drain the bottles dry. 
And a-toping, &c. - 


SONG. CEXX. 
E national ſchemers, a while give me leave, 
A ſcheme [I'1} advance that ſhall no one deceive 
No humbug I mean, ſet on foot by the great, 
Tho' a lottery's my ſcheme, it is not of the ſtate, 


No hazards your tickets divide into ſhares, 

'To piunder your pockets and heighten your cares, 
No blanks to depreſs you come in my deſign, 

The whcel is good humour'd, the prize is good wine, 


From a ſcheme ſuch as this, what delight muſt accrue 
To a people who always give Bacchus his due ? 
Choice god of the grape, by thy virtue 3 
The cauſe 111 relate you, fo juſtly admir'd. 


Tis wine gives that freedom we always maintain, 
The ſlave fra with claret deſpiſes his chain: 

»Tis wine gives us wit and ennobles our ſenſe, 
And aids fancy's flight as new ipirits commence, 


The hero aſpires to conqueſt and arms, 
The lover deſpiſes his miſtreſs's charms ; 


- 


E298. ©]: © 
The preacher delivers his precepts ſo fine, 
Replete with the pow'r-giving juice of the vine. 


Then our lottery attend, all who love friſk and fun, 
You're ſure of a prize for no more than a crown; 
Apollo and Bacchus here jointly-agree, 

To take off the hyp, and renew you with glee. 


Let the vot'ry of Plutus, who values his pelf, 
To be happy for once,—ſteal a crown from himſelf. 
Ye ſons of the turf, leave your trickling and lies, 


The whole courſe is a blank, —here you are ſure of a 
Prize. 


Ye lovers, ye fops, or whatever may pleaſe, 


Leave your fighing and care, here you'll quickly find 


eaſe; 


Old and young, great and little, attend to my call, 
This evening we draw, fir, at- Comus's hall. 


SON G Cxxl. 


O Greedy Midas ! I've been told, 

That what you touch, you turn'd to gold, 
That what you touch; you turn'd to gold, 

O had I a power like thine, 

O had Ia pow'r like thine, 

I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to wine, 

I'd turn whate'er I touch'd to wine. 


Each purling ſtream ſhould feel my force; 

Each fiſh my fatal pow'r ſhall mourn, 
an,, 

And, wond'ring at the mighty change, 

And, wond'ring, &c. 4 

Should in their native regions burn, 

Should in, Ke. 


Nor ſhould there any dare approach 
Unto my mantling, ſparkling ſhrine, 
Dinner 75 1 
But firſt ſhould pay their vows to me, 
But firſt, &c. 

And ſtile me only god of wine, 

And ſtile, &c. 
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1 
See ., 
O Fill with cooling juice the bowl; 
Th. Aſſuage the fever in my foul | 


With copious draughts my thirſt remove, 
And ſooth the heart that's ſick of love. 
SONG CXXIIL 
| RECITATIVE. 
A I fat joyous in a pleaſant room | 
1 Where none but choiceſt ſpirits come; 
A ſong was call'd; filence aloud proclaim, 
For mirth and joy was ev'ry hum'riſt's aim; 
Up ſtarts a Genius, 2nd he thus begun ; 
Hoping to pleaſe cach ſocial ſon, | 
To wine and muſic, he addreſs'd his ſong, 
In words—like theſe—or 2 he ſung. 
AIR. 
O bring me muſic, bring me wine, 
Go fill the ſprightly bowl; 
*Tis only wine and muſic can 
Relieve the wounded: foul. 
Apollo tune thy trembling lyre; 
Great Bacchus, ſound thy tun ; 
And while thou doſt the chorus fill, 
Our joys can ne'er be done. 


Then take the cup, and fill it high, 
Such joys to us belong ; "HY 
Then let-us all with chearful hearts 
Invoke the god of ſong. 
Come god of mirth and revelry 
Come bring thy merry round; 
And ſhew the Cynic fool, that He 
Such joys has never found. 
Sacred to mirth this ſpot, my friends, 
Ye focial ſons decree ; ich 
Let us then conſeerate this night 
To wit and jollity ; Tm 3% 
Come let the cup with wine o'erflow 
| The bottle puſh about; 
Come, fill my brother bloods, around, 
'T he ſtarry liquor out, | 


SONG 
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SONG CXXIV. 


USH around the briſk glaſs, I proclaim him an aſs, 
T hat at cares of the world can repine ; | 

*T was our ſorrow to drown, and diſpel fortunes frown, 
That Jove ſent us the juice of the vine: 


Tis but this in all ſects, that true friendſhip protects, 


And irradiates the lamp of our clay : 


This the parſon's looks teach, tho” againſt it they 


preach ; 
Sa regard them who pleaſes, I ſay. 


*Tis not long ago, ſince a vicar I knew, 

But whoſe name *twere ungodly to tell; | 
Round the bottle and bowl, ſat with many a good ſoul, 

Full of glee, *till ding dong went the bell: 
Then. heaving a hickup, and chair with a kick- up, 

I muſt go, or the church will complain ; 


But friends don't think me rude, I twear by prieſt-hood, 


I'll juſt preach, and be with you again. 


So the parſon went ſtrait, tho' he ſtagger'd in gait, 
With his ſermon in mem'ry's large cheſt ; 

To:the pulpit he roſe, but ſoon fell in a doſe, 
And roar'd, excellent wine I proteſt. 

The whole congregation, in great conſternation, 
Left the church, with a ſigh at the cauſe; 


But the clerk, more devout, cries, fir, fir, they're all 


out | 
Oh, then fill'em again, my brave boys. 
Tho in law 'tis deſign'd, juſtice {till ſhould be blind, 
Vet ſhe'll peep, if ſelf-int'reſt but call; 4b 


And I'mcertain you wou'd, with a hogſhead that's good, 


Bribe the council, judge, jury, and all; 
I was one of the queſt, on a man gone to reſt, 
And ſaid felo-de- ſe, if tis fo : pe 
Cry'd the firſt of the jury, and damn'd like a fury, 
ir, not your fellow, I'd have you know. 


I once kept a Miſs, and ſurpriz'd her in bliſs, 
Wich a quaker, a cuckoldy knave : 
Why pro os you falſe punk ! oh, my. dear, I was 
| runk, 
As ſhe reaſon'd ſo well, I forgave. | 
F If 


Till our noſes, like comets, ſet fire to our eyes, 


Ihen let full Bowls, &c. 


an? ( 98 ) 
If to drink be a fault, by the ſcriptures we're taught 
For old Noah would tipple 4 ſay: ſh 


And we gather from thence, that all mortals of ſenſe. 
| Should be ſons of old Noah—huzza! 2 


SONG XXV. 


XY HAT need we take care for Platonical rules, 


..v Or the precepts of old Ariftotle ? | 
"Thoſe that think to find learning in books are but fools; 
True philoſophy lies in the bottle; Ks | 
And the mind that's confin'd to the modes of the ſchools, 
Ne'er arrives at the height of a pottle, J 
Let the ſages 
Of our ages 
Keep a talking 
Of our walking, 
Demurely, whilſt we, that are wiſer, 
Do abhor all 
That's moral 
II Plato 
And Cato, | 
For Seneca talks like a ſizer. | | 
Then let full bowls, full bottles and bowls be hurl'd, 
That our jollity may be completer; 
For man, though he be but a very little world, 
Muſt be drown'd, boys, as well as a greater. 


We will drink till our cheeks are as ſtarr'd as the ſkies, 
(Let the pale colour'd ſtudent go flout us,) 


And we bear the horizon about us: 
And, if all make us fall, then our heels ſhall divine 
What the ſtars are a doing without us: 
Let Lilly 
Go tell ye 
Of thunders 
And wonders, 
And aſtrologers all divine, fir ; 
Let Booker 
Be a. looker 
In dur natures 
And features; 
He'll find nothing but claret in mine, fir ! 


 $ONG 


4 . 
n * „ 


E ²˙¹ AAA vd d(¶ LES — 


5 


G 


1 
8 ONG CXXVI. 


ROTHER bucks all attend to the theme I ſhall 


ſing, 
And in 0 ſo loud make the ceiling to ring: 
From thence to the ſkies let your voices reſound, 
While each heart glows with mirth and the bumpers go 
| round, Ding tanta ra ra ra bucks all, &c. 


But firſt to our Grand let us due homage pay, 

And may each grateful buck his lov'd edicts obey ; 
*. his breaſt, fraught with candour, be ſocial and free, 
And may all in high ſtation be honeſt as he. 


From ſacred record our ſanction we trace 


Of old Nimrod the buck, who was fond of the chace: 


But ſince our great order's ſo general become, 
Bucks are ev'ry where made, both abroad and at home. 


Thus the nearer our ſanction to glory arrives, 
Some are buck'd at a Lodge, ſome at home by their wives; 


For it plainly appears, and is very well known, 


That each married man has a Lodge of his own. 


Let him therefore who laughs at our high appellation, 


Whater be his rank, or whatever his ſtation, 
Weigh maturely thepoint, and pray hard for good-luck, 
Or *tis twenty to one but (incag) he's a buck. Z 


Then to bucks of all ſets in a health let us join, 


Here's the bucks of the Bell, and the bucks of the vine; 


Here's the Lodge at the Platter, and likewiſe to thoſe . 
Of our order ſo true, at the Ship and the Roſe. | 


Here's the politic buck, whoſe high antlers well tip'd, 


Shakes his purſe at theworld, while his doe's fairlyleap'd; 
Here's a glaſs of condolance to each plodding cit, 


That's familiarly buck'd by a lord or a wit. 


Here's Sir Gravity eke in a bumper ſo clear, 
Who oft at our function caſt many a ſneer ; 
Tho' in public he rails, in private we know, 
He's a buck ev'ry inch, I appeal to his doe.— 


Now to bucks of all kinds we have toaſted ſucceſs, 
Here's the ſweet pretty does. Can true bucks do leſs ; 
Then join in the chorus with voices fo ſhrill. 

And may each jolly buck have a doe at his will. 
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5 . 8 ©: N 8 N II. 
0 \NE Evening, good humour, met wit as a veſt, 
: By Friend b e ed, to ſhare at a feaſt; — 


65 Their . ligvor was elaret, and love was their hoſt, 
* And harmony garniſh'd each douhte-meant toaſt, 
238 Derry down, Kc. 
\P | Pa 1 8 7 like true bucks, they enjoy'd their * 
For the joys of a buck lie in love, wit, and wine, 


— 
* . 


SGurpriz d, they all heard, at the door a loud Knock, 
5 And che Watch man hoarſe hollow'd, *T was paſt 12:0 lock. 
; E * Der Ty down, &. 
| "WC They Mondi ran Din the diſtutbing dog found, 
Then up ſtairs they dragg'd, the impertinent hound; 
5 85 But when come to the light,how much they were pleas'd, 
ALE T 0 ſee twas the grey glutton, Time, they had ſeiz'd. 
8 Derry down, &. 


His glaſs, as a -lantharn, his Scythe, as a pole, 
His tingle lock dangling all down his ſmooth ſkull. 
_ My friends, cry'd he (coughing).1 thought tit to knock, 
And bid you be gone, for tis paſt 12 o'clock, 
Derry down, &c. 


Eryat the Wee ſavage, on this advice fix, 
Tho' nature ſtrikes twelve, folly {till points at ſix: 
He longer had preach'd, but no longer they'd hear it. 
80 they hid him at once in a hogſhead of claret. 
Derry down, &c. 

"Erhatin right, cry'd out 8 we're yet in our prime, 
There's nothing like claret for killing of 'T'ime ; 
Huzza | cry'd out love, now no more.he will knock, 
.Nor' e £300 us *tis 8 12 Neck 

| Derry down, Kc. | 
Now Time is no more, nor no more can forbid us, 
Love and wit of that troubleſome gueſt has well rid! us; 
But ſhou'd he be wanted for any deſign, 
eee he'll bs found in a a hogſhead of wine. 
CODY, down, Ke. 
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